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      Bobby stared out across the parking lot from his lawn chair, slowly sipping a beer, and watched everyone going about their business. The big box store was RV-friendly, and they should be able to spend the night there without being chased off.

      This is a free country, he thought. Or it used to be. Don’t know why we can’t park and sleep wherever the fuck we want. We’re not homeless. We’re just passing through. There won’t be a problem unless they want one.

      Booking places like Ember & Stone was not routine for Bobby and Alicia. He only had his VA benefits, and her trust fund was a nice cushion, but her family had gotten tight-fisted with it. That was another thing on his list of things to take care of. Either way, they did not have the Hendersons’ money.

      He locked in on an attractive middle-aged couple hustling their two kids out of a massive SUV. The wife was pretty, with dark hair, and he thought that could have been Megan Henderson in another life. Bobby wondered why the Hendersons didn’t have kids. Megan sure as hell had birthing hips. They’d never gotten around to discussing anything that deep in their time together. He hadn’t wasted time thinking about Megan’s potential as a suburban mom. He’d had other things on his mind.

      Bobby assumed the Hendersons were too selfish to have kids, now that he thought about it. They weren’t big box store people anyway—too fancy for that. The couple was New York City people. They went to Whole Paycheck in their old life, if they did their own grocery shopping at all.

      It had been over a week since the Hendersons quietly packed up and drove away without so much as a wave goodbye, and they still dominated his thoughts. Bobby thought they’d had a good time together—he knew Megan had enjoyed their night together very much, probably her best fuck in years—and Alicia had reported that she’d rocked Tom’s world. He didn’t doubt it for a second.

      The other man had probably had wild times with women—guys with money could buy whatever they wanted—but someone that uptight was not prepared for a force of nature like his Alicia. That fucker is still beating off to Ali, he thought. He was sure of it. Bobby knew his girl had plans for Tom the second she set eyes on him. She loved making them see that they weren’t the proper, moral men they thought they were.

      Given how they all got along so well, Bobby thought it quite unneighborly for the other couple to slink off into the high desert. He placed the blame on Tom. The former Wall Street guy couldn’t handle what Bobby had unlocked in his wife. Bobby was sure of it. Even if he didn’t hear it from across the road—Megan was loud as hell when she came—Tom had to see it in her eyes when Bobby sent him home that morning.

      Bobby knew what he and Megan shared. That wasn’t just sex. They’d connected on a much more primal level. What they’d shared changed a body. He was different, too, after sharing that with her. The thing he had for Megan—which kept growing inside him—didn’t affect his love for Alicia. Nothing could touch that. It wasn’t about love anyway. It was something else, something he couldn’t even explain, but he knew he had to see her again. He still wanted Megan. They weren’t done with each other.

      He would see Megan again. He knew it. The Hendersons had a head start, but they weren’t lost. Bobby knew how to find people when he wanted to. It had been his specialty when he was a SEAL.

      Tom talked Megan into leaving like that. Bobby was sure of it. He’d watched the other man packing up the Hendersons’ campsite in that weird way people act when they’re trying to pretend they aren’t panicked. He’d seen it over and over again in Afghanistan when villagers would try to act like everything was okay and there wasn’t a passel of Taliban fighters hiding in one of the houses.

      Bobby wasn’t a fool then, and he certainly wasn’t one now. He questioned whether Tom was even a worthy adversary, if he thought he could just slip out under Bobby’s nose. The ex-SEAL watched from inside his RV the entire time, weighing the value of intervening before the Hendersons took off. He was a cynical man, but he’d held out hope that they wouldn’t leave without saying goodbye.

      That Megan wouldn’t just leave.

      When the thick, dark-haired beauty walked up to the bathhouse, he’d considered following, sure that she would fuck him there if he’d wanted it. They’d already had one night together, but Bobby knew Megan would do whatever he wanted if he touched her just the right way.

      Bobby saw what it had done to her when he called Megan his good girl. Everything else was stripped away, and she’d just been eager to please. Strong women like her needed a stronger man—men like Bobby, not Tom—to take control and give them permission to let their id run wild.

      Claim me…

      Megan was right there with him, lost in the moment, but he still thought he’d misheard her when she’d moaned those words. Claim me. Bobby had been slowly fucking her early in the morning, taking his time to enjoy the way her tight pussy hugged his cock, but that woman knew how to work those hips, and his control was faltering.

      Doing little more than using that body for what it had been built for, she’d turned the tables and taken control of Bobby in a way he didn’t expect. She worked his cock like she owned it now, and he didn’t want to fight it.

      He told Megan that magic pussy was claiming him. He had no shame in admitting the truth. She’d actually placed her claim on him hours earlier, and he was finally telling her. And that’s when she spoke her truth.

      Claim me, Bobby…

      Hearing those words from a woman like Megan Henderson tore him up inside. They were connected, and he wasn’t going to just give that up. And Bobby did exactly what she asked. He shanked his cock inside her grasping pussy as deep as he could, and he filled her with everything he had. He planted his seed, claiming Megan in the most primal way possible. He’d always gotten a special thrill coming inside another man’s wife, but nothing else touched his experience with Megan.

      Bobby and Alicia had been with many other couples. He’d had a lot of wives and girlfriends of other men, but none of them stuck with him the way Megan did. Alicia saw it in him, and she understood.

      Over a week later, Bobby still felt her claim on him, and he knew Megan felt the claim he’d laid on her. It didn’t matter how many miles she put between them, and Tom was a fool if he thought it did.

      He would see them—her—again real soon.

      “Why are you sitting out here, baby?” Alicia asked from the RV door.

      “Just watching the world go by.” The few words he said were always just a hint of the things constantly swirling in his head.

      “But it’s noisy, and you’re inhaling all that exhaust. Come inside with me, baby.”

      Bobby hated being pulled out of his thoughts, but Alicia looked so magical there, on the step of their RV, the late evening sun highlight her copper hair and making her thin cotton dress semi-translucent—like she’d stepped out of a fairy tale and into that parking lot—that he couldn’t resist. He hadn’t been able to resist Alicia since they met in that New Orleans dive bar.

      Draining his beer, he dropped it on the asphalt, collected his chair, and followed her inside.

      Alicia guided him into one of the bench seats at the small table and brought him a fresh beer from the cooler. The small refrigerator couldn’t hold both food and booze. Standing behind him, she rubbed his shoulders and ran her fingers through his unruly hair.

      Bobby sighed. She knew exactly how to settle his restless spirit. Alicia truly was his angel.

      “Tell me what’s weighing on you, baby. I’ll find a way to make it all better,” she cooed, kissing the top of his head.

      “Nothing,” he mumbled. “Just ready to get on to the next place. I need some open sky.”

      After a pause—that he knew was a space for him to tell her the truth—Alicia said, “It’s still them, isn’t it?” She knew him too well.

      “They just ran out. Like we were nothing.”

      “It’s not a big deal. We’ve hooked up a lot, and we’ve been the ones who wanted to get away. I’m sure they woke up, couldn’t believe what they’d done, and wanted to get away from it. Literally, I guess.”

      “We’ve never been rude about it. We’ve been respectful.”

      “They were embarrassed. I’m sure Tom took one look at how you wrecked Meg and knew he had to get her away from you.”

      Bobby agreed with that. He knew he’d returned Tom’s wife a changed woman. Tom probably went back to the van, saw Megan up in that bed, and realized he’d made a huge mistake by giving her to a man who knew what he was doing. But that was the wrong way to look at it. Bobby wasn’t trying to end anyone’s marriage. Yeah, she’d always look back on him and feel that tremble deep down, but Tom was getting a freer, wilder wife back. If he could get over himself, he’d be thanking Bobby for teaching Megan what she really wanted.

      But some men just couldn’t handle another man sniffing around their woman because they knew they couldn’t hold her. Bobby had never had those worries. Alicia had a good time with Tom, and that was a blessing for her, not a threat to Bobby. Tom could have stuck around—instead of being a pussy—and they could have talked like men and come to an understanding.

      But Tom ran. And now Bobby had to come to a different understanding with him.

      “That asshole fucked you, slipped out of bed, and then hours later he was gone.”

      Alicia gave him that sweet laugh that usually disarmed him, but it didn’t work tonight. “Again, baby, that’s like any other one-night stand—like picking a guy up at a club. I got what I needed from him. I’ll live.”

      Bobby’s tone was sharp, hot. “He might as well have left money on the nightstand on his way out.”

      “Baby…”

      Her hands froze on his shoulders, and he realized he’d pushed it too far. “Sorry, baby. I’m not calling you a whore. I’m saying that Tom treated you like one. And I’m not going to stand for it.”

      “I don’t know why you have the right to be offended when I’m not, but okay. It’s sweet, I guess. I love how you’re always protecting me.”

      Reaching for one of her hands, he squeezed it. “I love you, baby. You’re my angel, and I’m sorry, but I can’t abide by some asshole acting like he’s too good for you.”

      The more Bobby railed against Tom, the more he believed it. His main issue wasn’t with Tom using Alicia and running off, but he wanted her to know this wasn’t just about him—and Megan—because it really wasn’t. Alicia was right, and he understood the nature of hooking up with other couples they encountered, but he still didn’t like feeling that Tom used his girl like a drive-thru. Tom got what he wanted and drove off.

      “He doesn’t. Tom wasn’t like that, trust me. Honestly, I think he felt guilty. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who was looking to sleep around. I think he’s happy enough with Megan.”

      “No man is so happy with his wife that he’s going to ignore you, baby. Tom was staring at you like you were his next meal from the time we first crossed that road. Maybe he felt guilty, but getting a chance with you was the high point of his year. And he should have made you feel that way.”

      “He did, baby. He did,” she insisted.

      More than one thing could be true at once, in Bobby’s mind. Tom could be married to a goddess of a woman like Megan, but still want to get Alicia into bed. Every man wanted a little strange every now and then, no matter who he was married to.

      Bobby’s dad was fond of telling him, “Even Billy Joel got tired of Christie Brinkley.” He knew Bill Joel, but he’d had to look up the blonde supermodel, and he got it. He didn’t believe Tom brought out the animal in Megan anyway. No doubt Alicia did things in bed that Megan hadn’t done for Tom in years.

      “I know she’s still under your skin, baby,” she said softly.

      “Ali…”

      “It’s okay. I don’t mind it, really. I know you, baby. I know sometimes you just get stuck, and Meg was incredible. I’d love more time to learn who Tom really is, but I guess that wasn’t meant to be.”

      Bobby grinned slyly. “Unless we somehow run into them again.”

      “It’s a big country, I don’t think that’s likely. But we could probably get an idea by watching their videos. I think we’d still be one step behind them. They don’t livestream.”

      They knew all about the Hendersons’ budding social media stardom. Bobby had no time for that bullshit, but Alicia loved to sit and scroll videos, and she’d recognized Megan right away in the bathhouse. She’d run back to the RV and told him that she was proud of herself for not fangirling out. He’d told her to show him some videos so he could see what the big deal was about this woman she’d met.

      Watching those videos, Bobby decided he had to have Megan. Her body was insane, soft and curvy—those tits—but it was her smile that hinted she was always looking for trouble and the adventurous spirit she carried. She was a woman who was always looking for her next challenge, and he’d decided right then that he would challenge her in ways she’d never dreamed.

      “They don’t need to livestream,” he said. “The videos are good clues, but finding people is easy in the modern world. Just need to know how to look. And looking for people is one of the things I’m very best at.”

      “You’re good at everything, baby.” Alicia leaned down, pressing her soft breasts against his head before she started nibbling his ear. He began to swell in his shorts the way he always did when she got close. Breathily, she asked, “Does that mean we’re going to see them again, baby?”

      Bobby moved fast, faster than any civilian man could, and swept her into his lap, pulling the straps from Alicia’s shoulders to expose her before she even caught her breath. He pulled a pale nipple taut by the tiny golden ring that pierced it. The redhead whimpered and squirmed in his lap.

      “Is that what you want?” he asked. “Think we should take care of our unfinished business with those two?”

      “Do whatever you like with Meg, but leave Tommy to me. I’m going to teach him who he really is.”

      Bobby kissed her so hard it took both of their breath away.

      “Fuck, baby. I love it when you get that evil look in those sweet blue eyes.” He boosted her onto the table, and it wobbled under her weight.

      “Don’t say I’m evil. I’m just a truthseeker, and I want to help Tommy uncover the truth about himself.”

      “Whatever you want, baby,” he told her. “Either way, the two of them are going to learn some hard lessons.”

      “Mmm, I love it when you get hard, ba… Ohhh!”

      Alicia’s words were cut off when Bobby buried his face between her thighs. She went limp and surrendered to him, which was just about his favorite thing in the world. He remembered when Megan gave him the same surrender, right on top of the cooktop in her van.

      Claim me, Bobby…

      He was on his way to do exactly that and take what was his.
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      “Definitely want to do the hike and kayak package,” Tom started. He spoke like that a lot these days, calling the videos they made packages, like he was a real television producer.

      Megan thought that wasn’t fair. Her husband was a real producer now. A lot of their videos had more eyeballs than the evening news had on any given night. Tom had studied this stuff extensively—he did that with everything he did—and he was building them a real business. That focus, that intensity he had when he got in the zone, was one of the first things that attracted her to him.

      “And we should hit that little moonshine village attraction,” he continued. “But we need to shoot a little van-specific content, too. We haven’t done that in a while, and that stuff always spikes on our channel. The other stuff is awesome travelogue stuff, but it’s the vanlife stuff that makes us stand out. They can get weird attractions anywhere.”

      “There are also, like, a hundred vanlife people on YouTube now,” she pointed out.

      Tom grinned, briefly taking his eyes off the road to look at her. “But they aren’t you. People keep coming back for you, Meg.”

      “What you’re really saying is that you want to shoot a video where I’m leaning over to fix something and show off the storage—maybe set up the outdoor shower again.” She nodded with a tight smile.

      Megan really had accepted what being an influencer—she hated that word. She didn’t want to influence anyone—required of her, but she was still learning to be comfortable leaning into it. Men watched her for her smile and tight tank tops and bathing suits. The content itself mattered too, and they received a lot of supportive comments from others. She clung to the messages from other women and girls who wrote that Megan’s go-for-it spirit had encouraged them to break out of their shells.

      “Well, no, it’s not just about that,” he replied. “People really do like your thoughts on compressing your life down to a Sprinter van. Especially when you did it with two people. Most other vanlife people on social media are solo acts. We have a different take on it.”

      “But I’m always front and center.”

      “Meg…”

      She reached across the gap between the front seats—which was also packed with their stuff—and squeezed his arm. “It’s okay, babe. I’m game for it. I just need to psych myself up. Flaunting it like that just doesn’t come naturally to me, that’s all.”

      Dressing up for Bobby, knowing she was dressing to entice him, flooded into her mind. It had been weeks, and he still wasn’t out of her system, and she was beginning to worry that he never would be. Will I still be reliving that night when I’m eighty and sitting in my rocking chair? She knew some people had that one love—or lover, in her case—that they never got over.

      Megan had been making progress on that before she saw Bobby there on the beach down by the Gulf. She’d been posing for Tom, taking exactly the kind of sexier, cheesecake shots that she was trying to become more comfortable with, and there, in the distance, she saw him—Bobby walking along the beach, holding Alicia’s hand.

      The redhead ordinarily would have been the one to stand out. The beautiful woman stood out in any room, any environment, and it wasn’t just because her copper hair immediately drew the eye. But it was Bobby she locked in on first. She saw him down there, and her heart just about stopped.

      They’d only had the one night together, but she would have known his body anywhere, and she knew how it moved. That long, powerful body moved with an easy grace unexpected in a man of Bobby’s size.  And although the man she’d spotted on the beach had been much too far away to identify individual tattoos, his arms had been covered in them, just like Bobby’s. He had the same long, unkempt hair and full but managed beard Bobby had, too.

      When she saw him, Megan felt like she’d been struck by lightning. And yet, she’d spent the last couple of days trying to convince herself it was not Bobby and Alicia she’d seen on that beach. How could it have been? They left the couple hundreds of miles away in the high desert of New Mexico. It wasn’t possible that the couple could end up on the same Texas beach as the Hendersons.

      Instead of dwelling on Bobby, she turned her attention back to her husband—the man who truly loved her.

      “It’s really okay. I’ve accepted that I have to play the game.” She allowed a smile. “Maybe I’m even beginning to enjoy the attention. Don’t forget that the shoot on the beach may have been your idea, but the bikini was mine. I think I can learn to get into it, and if I learn to accept it that way, it doesn’t quite feel like I’m selling myself. I’m doing it for me then.”

      “Come on, Meg. Deep down, we both know that you like the attention.”

      She stiffened, taking it as a dig about Bobby at first. They’d swapped with the other couple, and Tom had gotten his fill of Alicia while she was with Bobby, but her husband had a lot of trouble dealing with the fact that she’d been with the rough ex-military man. She almost snapped back, what’s that supposed to mean, but she caught herself. They’d done hard work to put that night behind them. Tom wouldn’t take a shot like that. He’d never been mean to her.

      “I like it, but I’m not sure I’m comfortable with liking it. I guess you’re right.”

      “The online stuff is helping with that, isn’t it?” Tom asked hopefully.

      Megan knew the social media attention she received helped him, possibly too much. They hadn’t quite tackled that yet, but she felt like they should. Given how much her husband enjoyed the way men looked at her—and left comments on her videos—she was confused by his reaction to her night with Bobby. He should have loved it.

      Is it because he wasn’t there to watch?

      She’d wondered that more than once, and she needed the answer to that question. She was also afraid he thought the answer was yes, because Tom being in the room while she was with someone else didn’t go so well in that club in New York all those years ago.

      “It is. Those guys get a little creepy sometimes. A lot creepy sometimes, but yes, all that affirmation helps. I just can’t let it go to my head, or you’ll be in real trouble.”

      “Maybe I’d like that kind of trouble. I’m in if you keep buying dresses like the ones in New Mexico.”

      “You picked the crazy ones,” she warmly replied. “The dress I chose didn’t show much at all.”

      “Not until you left all those buttons undone. Not that I’m complaining about you showing off. Feel free to do it anytime you like.”

      Megan had to stop and think about her reply because Tom had been doing that a lot. He’d struggled with coming back to their van and seeing her in the morning, when Bobby was done with her, but then came the offhand comments like that one, which made it seem like her husband didn’t want to put Ember & Stone behind them at all.

      The night she’d worn that dress—and left those buttons open—had been the night they’d met Bobby and first gotten to know the other couple. They’d been so excited when they’d gone back to the van that they couldn’t wait to get their clothes off. Flirting with the other couple had energized them. They’d both been thrilled by the idea that the other couple wanted to fuck them.

      “Have you forgotten what happened last time I did that?” she asked, unable to stop herself.

      “I think that night is burned into my mind forever.”

      “So I’m a little surprised you’d say that.”

      Tom made her wait for an answer. After fourteen years together, she knew him well enough to know that he was writing and rewriting his answer in his head to make sure it came out exactly right. He did that whenever he was pressed on a topic that made him uncomfortable.

      “Whatever happened with them…” he diplomatically began. “Well, that night doesn’t change how much I love you, or how sexy I think you are, or how much I like showing you off. I’d say I won’t let that night ruin that, but I don’t think it ever even had that power.”

      Megan got the difference between showing her off and sharing her, but after what happened at that resort in New Mexico, she had trouble parsing it out in her head. One thing naturally led into the other. Expecting otherwise felt like playing with fire, and she wanted to get into it with her husband, but flying down an interstate at 80 mph didn’t seem like the right time.

      “They never had the power to hurt us, babe, unless we gave it to them,” she told him.

      “And we never would,” he replied with certainty.

      Megan watched the Texas scrubland slide past her window and let the thing sit between them. They’d already covered a lot of this in the weeks since Ember & Stone, but there were still the parts they were afraid to touch. She carried parts of that night that she would never share with Tom—things no husband wanted to hear from his wife.

      The memory of Bobby’s hands on her hips. The way he said her name—like it gave him power over her—and her body’s immediate, raw response to it. He’d pulled things out of her she hadn’t even known were there—or she’d hidden from them her entire life. But Bobby wouldn’t let her hide from him. She should have felt so exposed—and maybe she did—but she loved every second of it. He freed her, and in return, she’d surrendered herself for the gift.

      Claim me.

      God, how had she said that to another man? She knew how wrong it was. But in that exact moment, when Bobby was inside her, when the weight of him was on top of her, she’d meant it. Something primal rose up inside of her that wanted to be claimed by a man like Bobby Lupino.

      Claim me.

      Megan would never tell Tom those things, and not just out of shame. How cruel would that be, to tell her husband that she’d moaned claim me to another man? Nor did she want her husband  telling her things he’d done for Alicia that he’d never done for her.

      Although Megan didn’t think there was anything Tom wouldn’t do for her. She just needed to ask. The redhead, however, may have done things for him that Megan wouldn’t—and she definitely did not want to think about that.

      Tom said something she didn’t catch. “Sorry, babe. What was that?”

      “I was just asking if you want to stop at that seafood place in Corpus Christi. You loved that place last time we passed through, and the view from the dock was amazing. You could slip into something less comfortable, and I could take a few photos.”

      “Sounds like fun. I could…”

      Megan almost suggested the unlined crocheted dress he’d picked for her—the one she’d sworn she’d never wear in public—but she didn’t want Tom to think she was provoking him. She would wear it with a beige tank top underneath to give people the illusion they could steal a peek at what they shouldn’t.

      But she’d already worn that dress outside of the van.

      The night she fucked Bobby.

      “I’ll find something that will get me the kind of attention you like,” she said instead.

      Tom grinned. “You always get that kind of attention, honey.”

      As she considered what she might wear, Megan thought about the attention of one man in particular, and what it did to her. Bobby may not have been in their past the way they thought. He’d appeared on that beach, could he appear on the dock? She wondered what Bobby might want to see her in.

      Claim me, she thought.
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      Tom watched his wife trying to balance while telling the story of how she’d learned the art of staying up on a paddle board during spring break in Costa Rica during her junior year of college. It only happened because a cute local boy convinced Megan to go out on the water with him.

      He put off imagining what else she did with that boy. He had a job to do.

      Balance and body control had never been issues for her. She still held a record in the 400-meter hurdles at Rutgers and had been a top high jumper. But that had been a few years ago, and she’d never done those things while also trying to be charming and funny and recall a story in a way that would be entertaining for viewers. It was the performance that made her wobbly on the paddle board, not a lack of grace.

      “Okay, maybe I was overconfident,” she told the camera with a self-deprecating smile.  “I mean, I was a Division I athlete. Paddle boarding should not have been a challenge. But maybe I was too focused on the boy, and not focused enough on the ocean, and yeah…well…he ended up having to save me from drowning.” She laughed in that full-throated, self-effacing way of hers. “I’m sure I looked really sexy coughing up water, with snot running out of my nose.” She paused to let her smile grow warmer, suggestive. “But somehow, he didn’t seem to mind.”

      Tom’s eyes trailed over her body, and he could well imagine how this Costa Rican kid looked past a little snot. She was thicker now than she was then, but both versions of her were built like fertility goddesses. He hadn’t known her then, but he’d seen pictures. Memorized them. He had to push away thoughts of how Megan thanked that boy for saving her once again.

      This was Megan at her finest, engaging and relatable, smart and goofy. This was why their followers loved her. She’d also proved that she wasn’t just saying it when she’d told him that she wanted to lean into her sexier side for their followers.

      Gone was the functional two-piece she wore for almost all of their videos. Megan owned a couple of sexier bikinis—she’d bought a great one at Ember & Stone—but she’d always refused to wear them on camera in the past. But on that sunny afternoon in the Gulf, Megan was wearing a faded baby blue bikini she’d picked up when they’d stopped in Orange Beach. The top just barely fit, but she was more concerned with the bottom, which showed way more ass than she’d ever consider allowing on video. He’d agreed to avoid shooting her from behind—and delete the video if she hated it.

      Still, he’d never been prouder of his wife. Tom loved the juicier ass his wife had acquired with time, and wished she’d learn to embrace it. Everyone else embraced it.

      Especially Bobby.

      That night at Ember & Stone still preoccupied him. He’d reconciled his negative feelings about it, as best he could anyway, because if he hadn’t, he thought Megan might leave him, but the night they swapped with Alicia and Bobby was still constantly on his mind. He felt like it always would be.

      How do I move on from Megan sleeping with another man? How does any husband do that?

      He’d asked himself those questions a hundred times, and still didn’t have an answer, except to think, if we’d just been in the same room… He came back to the van that morning and saw the state Megan was in and couldn’t stop obsessing over how she got that way. She’d been wrecked. Bobby had wrecked her.

      Tom avoided the hypocrisy of it altogether. He’d been quite busy with Alicia while Megan was in their van with Bobby. His wife seemed to have dealt with his night with the redhead just fine. He knew he had to find a way to let it go. He’d never have the answers he wanted, and wasn’t sure he could handle them if he did.

      “But I love being on the water,” Megan continued, “and ever since then I’ve been a paddle boarding pro, and if you love being on the water as much as I do, you guys have got to check out Gulf Shores Outfitters because they have the gear for every possible water adventure you could…”

      Almost like they’d planned it, a swell came up behind Megan and tipped her paddle board. Tom had been too distracted by the ghosts of their time in New Mexico to warn her. She shifted and tried to regain her balance using the long, double-sided oar, but that only made things worse, and she was reeling.

      Tom kept shooting video. He was too far away to lend a hand anyway, and he had their video gear in the kayak with him. He couldn’t chance tipping it. Besides, their viewers were going to love the way she jiggled in that bikini as she fought to stay atop the paddle board.

      “Shit!” Megan cursed, tipping off the paddle board into the water.

      Tom was ready to toss the camera aside if there was a problem, but she popped out of the water a moment later, sputtering and pushing her hair back out of her eyes. She blinked at him and asked, “Are you just going to sit there?”

      “Do you need mouth-to-mouth?” he asked, laughing and keeping the camera on her.

      Megan grunted and paddled over to him. He stiffened and warned, “Don’t tip me, Meg. I’ve got a lot of gear.”

      “I thought it was all waterproof,” she replied, grabbing the side of his plastic rented kayak and rocking it.

      “The bag is, but it’s open.” His laughter faltered as he realized that she might actually turn the kayak over.

      “I want everyone to remember this. Tom is way more concerned about his precious camera gear than if his wife is drowning. Would you have dove in after me, or held onto your camera? Leave your comments below.”

      He knew exactly how the vote would go because his camera angle down at his wife was right down her bikini top, and it made her tits look huge—or huger. He stopped recording and set the camera aside.

      “Seriously, you’re a great swimmer. I knew you would be fine. You’re fine, right?”

      “Yes, I’m fine, but you didn’t know whether I hit my head. Did you even put the camera down for a second?” She made a face, and he knew she wasn’t really mad.

      “When you see the footage, you’ll be glad I didn’t.” He laughed and reached down to brush back the hair stuck to her forehead.

      Megan’s eyes narrowed. “I’m not sure I will, based on how excited you are.” She looked down and tugged at her bikini top. “This didn’t slip down, did it? I didn’t expose myself on camera, did I? Delete that, if I did.”

      “No, you weren’t exposed,” he replied, thinking, but close enough. “And I wouldn’t post that on social media if you had. That would get us banned.”

      Megan considered him carefully and said, “Why do I think that’s the only reason you wouldn’t post it?”

      She shook the kayak hard, and Tom almost lost his balance, even though she wasn’t really trying to tip him. They were both laughing hard, and the light moment was perfect. It was at times like that when he recaptured that feeling they had when they’d first started dating, and seeing happy, silly Megan made him fall in love with her all over again.

      Tom checked his watch and told her they were due to get their rented equipment back. They’d worked out a trade deal with Gulf Shores Outfitters for several sponsored posts, but he didn’t want to abuse the privilege, knowing they were backed up with rental requests on such a gorgeous day.

      “Maybe we can go to the beach afterward,” she suggested, boosting herself back onto her paddle board. “Just us. No camera for our followers.”

      “Sounds nice,” he answered. In the back of his mind, he knew he could get Megan to pose for some beach photos, and the thought of posting them made him hard.
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      The afternoon sun was brutal on the Florida Panhandle beach. He’d already applied sunscreen to Megan three times, and knew he’d be doing it again in a few minutes, but Tom would never complain about slipping his hands all over her curves. He sensed the jealous looks he received while he did it, and his chest had swelled with pride.

      A group of shaggy younger guys with surfboards—they looked like locals, not tourists—kept glancing their way, and Tom knew it wasn’t because of him. Megan was still in that pale blue bikini. She’d just added an oversized floppy hat and sunglasses. He loved that his wife still got that kind of attention from guys half her age—more than she probably should. He briefly considered wandering up the beach to hit the head to see if they would approach her while he was gone. Nothing would happen, of course, but it would still be hot to watch, and he knew Megan would get a boost from it.

      Thoughts like that had always been with him—even with past girlfriends—but he’d been having them much more frequently since that night at Ember & Stone, and they’d been hitting with more intensity.

      What did Bobby do to her? Would it be better if I’d seen it?

      Even the breeze coming off the water was hot. He’d been alternating beer and water, but the heat was still getting to him. Sweat beaded on him, even though they’d both been in and out of the water a dozen times.

      Tom was thankful they’d worked that sponsorship with Gulf Shores Outfitters because it meant they didn’t have to go back to their van all hot and sweaty from the beach, but they had a lovely campsite with all the amenities. And it was not just an airy tent on a platform, exposing them to the heat and humidity.

      They were full-on glamping. Their tent was a 450 sq. foot, high-ceilinged yurt with air conditioning and a mini fridge and comfy queen-sized bed. Tom had been looking forward to sleeping in a real bed. There was even a futon that folded out into a second bed if they had company. The bathhouse was a ten-minute walk in one direction, while the beach was a fifteen-minute walk in the other.

      Tom didn’t like to consider himself spoiled, but this was his idea of camping. Megan was always fine with roughing it, but he liked to be comfortable.

      “Should I get you again, babe?” Megan asked. “Your cheeks are looking a little red.”

      “I don’t think it’s sunburn. It’s just the heat.” He looked out at the sapphire blue water of the Gulf of Mexico and was truly in awe, but the humidity was a suffocating blanket. “They have gorgeous beaches here, but I don’t know how anyone lives here. These summers must be brutal.”

      “I think you get used to it, just like anything else. Or you’re just born to it, and it feels normal.”

      “This could never feel normal,” he insisted.

      “I don’t know,” she replied, pushing up out of the low beach chair. “The heat is a good excuse to strip off all your clothes and walk around naked.”

      Megan stood over him, temporarily shielding him from the sun, but that wasn’t why he couldn’t look away. Standing there, glistening in the sun, she was the kind of girl he’d dreamed about back when he was a young man. Part of him had thought that women with curves like that didn’t exist in real life, just in the pages of his old man’s Playboy magazines. Tom discovered that wasn’t true in high school, but none of those girls he’d dated held a candle to Megan.

      “I think there’s a nude beach about forty-five minutes up the road. We could visit if you’d like…”

      “You wish,” she laughed. But then she appeared to consider it. “Maybe it could be fun. Just to say I did it. It would either be an ego boost or a disaster.”

      “Definitely ego boost, Meg. Stop selling yourself short. How much more proof do you need that you’re hot? You don’t just have to take my word for it anymore.”

      “That was just one man…” She abruptly stopped. Tom saw it in her eyes. She’d thought he was talking about Bobby, but he’d been referring to her online fans. It was one of a thousand awkward moments they’d had since that night with Bobby and Alicia. That rarely happened before. “I’m sorry, babe. I didn’t mean…”

      “Don’t be. It’s fine. We’ve worked through that, right? I think it’s even time to reframe it. We don’t have to dwell on the details to pat ourselves on the back for being so daring.”

      “Really?” She looked dubious.

      “No one can accuse us of being boring.”

      Megan didn’t look like she quite believed him, but she didn’t press. “I’m going to run in for a dip. Want to join me? Looks like you could use it, babe.”

      “You go ahead. Maybe I’ll join you in a minute.”

      “Suit yourself. I’m going to need you to lotion me again when I get back.”

      “My pleasure.”

      She smiled. “I know.”

      Tom watched her bounce down to the water, and it was worth staying back in the heat for that view. Standing just then was also impossible because he kept thinking about his wife exposing herself on a nude beach. Christ, she’d cause a riot if she exposed her tits to a beach full of men. It would be their most-watched video by far, even if he blurred her body. I’ve got to work on her to do it, he thought.

      When she was too far out to track, he tilted his baseball cap back and pressed the beer bottle to his forehead, but it was too warm to do any good, so he drained it instead before it could get warmer. He reached into their cooler and cracked open another.

      Tilting his head back, Tom closed his eyes and gave serious consideration to Megan making an appearance on a nude beach. He imagined she put her things down and pulled off the tank top and shorts she wore over her bikini. His fantasies were always very detailed. Just seeing Megan in her bikini stopped the men around them in their tracks. One of the fictitious men even groaned, which brought a smile from Fantasy Megan. Fantasy Megan was eager to show off.

      When she untied her bikini top, and her tits dropped, the world suddenly stopped. The beach was somehow silent, as if even the waves had paused to admire his goddess wife. Every pair of swimming trunks around her was tented out. Tom didn’t fantasize about hard dicks specifically, but it was more in the abstract. In the fantasy, he just knew that every man within a mile radius wanted to fuck his wife.

      And then one by one, the men began coming forward to pay tribute…

      Tom opened his eyes and drained half of his fresh beer. It was suddenly much hotter on that beach. As his vision reacclimated to the bright afternoon, he thought he was hallucinating. The thing he thought he saw couldn’t be real.

      Right there by the water’s edge, Alicia was running down the beach in that frilly green and white bikini she’d worn in the hot spring pool at Ember & Stone, and Bobby walked about ten feet behind her, in no hurry, like the villain in a slasher film who was patient because he knew he’d catch his prey.

      Alicia turned, red hair glistening as it flew free in the afternoon sun, and trotted back at Bobby, who easily lifted her with both hands. Tom thought the man might lift her over his head, Dirty Dancing style, but Alicia wrapped her arms around him, and they kissed.

      Bobby somehow looked even more massive shirtless on that beach. His long hair was mostly tucked under a battered US Navy baseball cap, and his eyes were hidden by aviator sunglasses, but there was no mistaking who it was. The tattoos were a dead giveaway, but he carried himself like no other man Tom had ever met.

      How the fuck…

      Tom knew way too much about statistics to believe that Bobby and Alicia randomly showed up on the same Florida Panhandle beach they’d chosen, but there was no way for the couple to have found them. He hadn’t posted any of their content from this stop yet. He’d barely started to edit the footage they shot yesterday.

      He shrank into his beach chair and pulled his ballcap lower, praying the couple would walk right by without noticing him. There was enough distance between them to make it plausible.

      It was wishful thinking. Bobby turned his head as if Tom’s act of recognizing him drew the ex-SEAL’s attention. He said something to Alicia, and she looked over. A broad smile spread across her face.

      Goddamn it, Tom thought.

      As he tried to think up ways to quickly get away from the other couple, the situation got worse. Megan came bounding out of the water. She hadn’t seen the couple yet, but Bobby noticed her. His entire head turned, like he was drawn by the gravity of her bouncing tits. Megan kept coming. She didn’t see the couple until she was practically on top of them.

      “Meg!” Alicia called out.

      Megan stopped suddenly like she’d been slapped.

      The couple was between Tom and his wife, and he sprang out of the beach chair like he was launched from it. He had no reason to believe that the couple meant them harm, but just seeing them appear out of nowhere had Tom on edge.

      “Ali…Bobby…what are you… Where did you come from?”Megan stammered, seeming even more shaken than Tom felt.

      “Well, I’m from just outside Philly, and Bobby’s from North Carolina. He’s just a sweet country boy.” Alicia laughed.

      “And somehow, out of all the beaches in all the world, you end up on ours,” Tom said, from the other side of the couple. Bobby and Alicia were still between them, and he still held her, like he could do it all day.

      “Don’t think it’s your beach, man. This is still a free country, isn’t it? Or did your vulture capital bros buy up all the beaches?”

      Bobby’s smile didn’t hide the edge in his voice. He’d never been hostile, even when he came home to the RV and found Tom still in bed with Alicia. Tom wondered if the hostility was in his head. He’d ascribed all sorts of things to the ex-SEAL in the weeks since he’d last seen him.

      “Just surprised to see you guys,” Tom said. “What are the odds? It’s like being struck by lightning.”

      “I remember feeling like I was struck by lightning,” Alicia said, tapping on Bobby’s shoulders so he’d put her down.

      She threw herself into Tom’s arms the moment her feet hit the sand, and he was startled by the deep kiss she laid on him. Despite his discomfort at seeing the other couple again, his body reacted to her petite body pressed against him. He was also still half-hard from fantasizing about Megan on that nude beach. His arms tightened around Alicia and he kissed her back before he caught himself.

      The first thing Tom noticed before he gently peeled away from the redhead was the way Megan stared at him. That, and his relief that his wife wasn’t kissing Bobby the way Alicia had just kissed him.

      “Hey, Bobby,” Megan said, keeping her eyes on Tom as she moved closer to the ex-SEAL and kissed him. It wasn’t the sort of kiss Alicia had laid on Tom, but it was still a familiar kiss on the lips, and it sizzled through him. “How did you guys end up here?”

      Tom watched his wife carefully. She still looked unsettled to see them, but somehow not quite surprised. His paranoia multiplied.

      Bobby gave her that cocky grin that annoyed Tom, but clearly captivated Megan. “I guess it’s just fate.”

      “I’d like to think the universe is just drawing us together. Like seeing each other again was meant to be,” Alicia said, clinging to Tom.

      “Yeah, seems like something is drawing us together,” he replied, never taking his eyes off Megan and Bobby.

      Tom felt trouble coming, like seeing storm clouds on the horizon, but inexplicably, he wanted to run right into it as much as he wanted to flee.

      Deep down, Tom knew he was fucked.
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      “How did they find us?” Megan asked.

      “I have no idea. Nothing from this trip is posted yet. There’s only that pic from the other day of you posing by the Welcome to Florida sign on the side of the highway. It said hitting the beach, but Florida literally has thousands of miles of coastline, right? Nothing about that post said we’d be here.”

      Tom paced their “tent,” although the huge yurt was so much more than a tent. For example, the air conditioning had sucked out all of the Florida humidity and most of the heat, for which he was eternally grateful. He was also happy to have room to pace, which would have meant awkwardly turning in a tight circle in their van. Tom did his best thinking when he was in motion.

      “But we’re in agreement that this isn’t a coincidence, right?” Megan stood in the middle, by the bed, watching him pace.

      “I don’t see how. They just came upon us on a beach over a thousand miles away from Ember & Stone? How is that possible?” Tom watched his wife and saw something was nagging at her. She didn’t look afraid exactly, but uneasy with the possibility that the other couple was stalking them. He didn’t love it either. “I mean, I guess anything is possible. Strange coincidences do happen.”

      “You read about them all the time. And remember how my sister ran into someone from high school in Rome? Maybe we are being paranoid because of what happened with them,” she replied.

      “It’s possible, I guess. I just don’t like things I can’t explain.”

      “I know you don’t, babe. And it could be a little bit of guilt, too. We did run out on them. We were the guy who fucks you and slips out while you’re sleeping.” She made a pained face.

      “We’re not poly. We weren’t looking to date them, or whatever you call it in that world.” He was defensive because he felt like Megan was blaming him for how everything went down with Alicia and Bobby. “We agreed we should just pack up and go. Remember? Were we supposed to bring them coffee and bagels and say thank you for swapping with us last night?”

      “Hey, simmer down, babe. I’m not saying that. And I know we agreed to leave. We both thought it was best at the time. But it was a little harsh, right? Bobby and Alicia weren’t people we picked up in a club. We spent time with them. We got to know them. We were more concerned with ourselves at the time, but I’m sure their feelings were hurt when we just picked up and disappeared.”

      “Fine. I get all of that. But did that mean we had to hang out with them again? isn’t that dangerous?”

      “Dangerous?”

      “Not, like, bodily dangerous. I don’t think Bobby’s going to try to beat me up for our disappearing act.” Tom was in shape, but knew the ex-SEAL could kick his ass if he wanted to, and he was thankful that Megan didn’t point that out. “But dangerous.” He didn’t want to have to spell it out.

      “They aren’t going to rape us. If anything happens, it’s because we’ve agreed to it.”

      Tom stiffened. If anything happens. His wife hadn’t dismissed the possibility of fucking Bobby again. He would have thought it was the last thing she’d want after how the last time went. And then he wondered if he’d completely dismissed the possibility of swapping with the other couple.

      How many times had Tom thought that he would have handled Megan sleeping with Bobby better if he’d better present to see it? My mind wouldn’t be filling in the blanks, he kept telling himself. In his darker moments, he knew he just wanted to see his wife fuck another man. It hadn’t gone well back at Nox Venari, but Tom told himself he could handle it better now. And Megan wouldn’t be fucking two guys this time.

      He still reeled when he thought about his wife allowing two guys she didn’t know to fuck her. Tom didn’t like the things that had gone through his mind while he watched it. He’d felt like he was having a heart attack, but worse was that he came in his pants without even touching himself.

      Tom wanted to ask her if she was looking to fuck Bobby again, but he didn’t which answer he wanted to hear. He didn’t know which would disappoint him more. Instead, he asked, “Okay, but did we have to hang out with them again?”

      Megan huffed and gave him that exasperated look that he’d grown to hate over ten years of marriage. “You’re the one who invited them over here!”

      “That was only after you said hanging out again would be great! I figured that if we were going to spend time with them, it would be safer to do it on our turf.”

      “I only said that to be nice! I didn’t think you’d agree to it! I expected you to make an excuse.”

      “I thought you wanted to…” he began.

      Tom took a deep breath. They’d both raised their voices, which wasn’t helping anyone. Their situation was absurd. If we end up fucking them again because of a misunderstanding… We need a signal when we get into these situations.

      “Okay, I guess it doesn’t matter how we got here. We don’t even have either of their phone numbers to try to cancel. We’re not going to pick up and run away again. We couldn’t even if we wanted to. We have an agreement. We have to shoot content here.

      “Do you really want to run from this again?” she asked.

      Gritting his teeth, he replied, “They’re coming over, so we’ve got to game plan.” He was not going to dignify her question with an answer. “So, do we try to make it a quick bite, a drink or two, and shuffle them out of here? We can say we’re tired. Or I could tell them I have work to do. That would be true. I’ve got to start editing and get some stuff up.”

      “This isn’t a hostile takeover, babe. Why is this adversarial? They didn’t do anything wrong. They aren’t responsible for our reaction to what we did.”

      Megan said our, but Tom heard your. He was the one who was freaked out the next morning. The unsaid accusation rang through his head. You said you could handle whatever happened, and you couldn’t. Again.

      “So, you’re good with all of this? Is this another we’ll hang out and see what happens situation?”

      Tom stared when she didn’t answer him. She was the most guileless person he knew, but at that moment, his wife was unreadable. He only saw one way to take it.

      She wants to fuck him again.

      “You want to fuck him again, don’t you?” The accusation just slipped out.

      Megan looked away.

      He stopped pacing and stood directly in front of her, took hold of her arms, and made her look at him.

      “Tell me the truth, Meg. That’s all I want. I can handle it.”

      “Can you?”

      Her question stung, but he didn’t shrink from it.

      “Don’t you want to fuck Ali again?” she pressed. “A lot of this has been about Bobby…what we did. We haven’t talked much about you and Ali.”

      “Yeah, she was amazing in bed. She was so eager…”

      Tom felt cornered, and the words came flying out. He wasn’t proud of it, and he hated that it sounded like a dig at his wife. Megan was an incredible lover. He’d never want her to think he felt any differently. Any choice between her and Alicia was easy.

      “Meg…”

      Eyes blazing, she grabbed Tom and kissed him with a ferocity he’d never felt from her. She balled up his shirt so hard with both hands it felt like she was trying to tear it off him. He froze for a moment, unsure what was happening, but when Megan kissed you like that, you didn’t hesitate for clarity. He gripped her waist with both hands and began battling back with his tongue.

      His calves hit the mattress, and he sat down hard with a little bounce. They were so locked together that Megan fell on top of him. It would have been funny if their heat wasn’t running so high. In their scramble for purchase, she straddled Tom’s hips, pinning him to the bed with her full weight. He didn’t have the leverage to dislodge her, so he leaned into it, grabbing his wife’s ass and holding her even tighter against him while he ground up between her legs.

      Megan reached back and fumbled for her bikini top ties. Tom tried to sit up, but she pushed him back down with her other hand, dropping her body back on top of his. He grunted into the kiss and began to wrestle her bikini bottom down.

      “How wild was she?” his wife asked, breathless, biting his lip between words.

      “Ow! Meg!”

      “Did she pin you down like this and fuck you into submission?”

      She rolled her hips, and the friction made his cock throb. He yanked her bottoms harder.

      “Meg…” he groaned.

      “Am I eager enough for it, Tom? Do you feel how much I want to fuck you?”

      Megan finally had her top free and tossed it away. She pushed up so her breasts hung in his face. They had the salty tang of sweat and the chemical taste of sunscreen when he kissed them. He felt her tense and then sag into him when he sucked hard, drawing on one of her nipples. She dug her nails into his scalp to hold his mouth against her.

      “Babe…I know you love my tits… Ali doesn’t have these…”

      Alicia did not have Megan’s amazing tits—few women did—but the redhead’s breasts were pert and perfect in their own right. However, he didn’t put them on the same level as his wife’s. Her tits had an almost hypnotic power over him, just as they seemed to for most men. Tom would have told her it wasn’t a competition if she hadn’t been smothering him with her breasts.

      Tom wasn’t sure how arguing about Bobby and Alicia turned into sex, but he wasn’t going to let Megan win just by pushing him onto the bed and shoving her tits in his face. Stretching, he gripped the back of her thigh to pull her legs farther apart and slid his fingers higher to where her bikini bottoms were soaked. He knew that wasn’t from the ocean. When he pressed there, her movements faltered, and she moaned into the kiss.

      Megan was distracted enough that he was able to turn the tables and flip them. She pushed against his chest, but her protests grew weaker when he kissed her. Only a few seconds passed before she was pulling his shirt over his head.

      “I do love your tits, but this isn’t about your tits,” he huffed.

      “What did she do for you… I’ll…”

      “It’s not about that.” Tom saw that wasn’t what she wanted to hear. Her eyes were blazing. Her hips were still rolling up at him, her thighs tightened to keep him between them.

      “Tell me what she did…” Megan demanded.

      “Meg…” he warned.

      Tom wasn’t sure he even wanted to do the things he did with Alicia with his wife. Letting go was easy with the redhead not just because she demanded it, but precisely because she wasn’t his wife. He didn’t love her. Nothing real was at stake. He didn’t get bogged down in worrying about how Alicia might look at him afterward—or how he might look at her.

      What if Meg does like the things Alicia begged for? he wondered. Would that mean he’d never given his what what she wanted? But that tent still crackled with tension, and when he looked down at her and thought about what Bobby may have done to her, Tom found it too easy to tap into his aggressive side.

      Fine, he thought. I’ll give you what you want.

      Holding himself over her and using his free hand to maul her chest. He pulled her nipple harder than he’d usually dare, and she rewarded him with an even deeper, sobbing moan, while she dug her nails painfully into his arm. Tom gave her nipple a slight turn, and she tensed under him, breaking their kiss to hiss against his lips.

      “She wanted it rough,” he told his wife, his voice a low growl. “She kept asking…begging…for more.”

      “Tom…babe…” she whimpered.

      He teased her lips with flicks of his tongue and eased up the tension on her darkened, thickened bud, rubbing it with his thumb. Megan gasped. He felt her trembling and said, “She said she liked it when it hurt…”

      Tom pinched her nipple again, tugging and stretching it this time. It was harder to capture his wife’s nipples because they weren’t pierced like Alicia’s. Megan cursed under her breath. Their foreheads were pressed together, and he saw the heat of anger in her eyes, but something else. Resolve.

      “Tom…”

      “I should stop,” he whispered, his cock throbbing so hard that it hurt.

      “No…”

      “Meg…you’re not… You’re my wife…”

      Despite his protest, he turned her flesh while he drew on it. She yelped, and her nails in his arm dug deeper. He was sure she was drawing blood.

      “I…said…no…”

      Tom hardened. Have it your way. I’ll fucking give you what you want.

      Stepping back, he wished he knew what was in her head. So many things seemed to wash across her at once that he had no idea what was driving his wife. Are we still fighting? Is this angry sex or make-up sex? He didn’t know if he was ready for make-up sex because he was still tortured by the certain knowledge that Megan wanted to fuck Bobby again. She’d probably never stopped wanting it.

      Flipping her again, he roughly yanked her bikini bottoms down without a concern for hurting her. She gasped his name like a complaint, but it didn’t slow him down. Tom dropped his swimsuit, pulled her ass in the air, and thrust inside her.

      “Oh god!” she cried.

      Tom withdrew to the tip and drove it back into her. She cried out again. His fingers tightened on her hips, and he thrust hard again and again. Megan’s moans became a low sound he’d never heard from her before. He paused, making her wait, but he dug his fingers into her soft hips and denied her.

      “Babe… What are you…” Her complaint was cut off when he pounded into her again. “Oh God…yesss… Tom…” Another pause, another thrust. “Babe…stop…torturing me…”

      He took a deep breath to steel himself, and his open palm landed hard on her haunch.

      “Hey! What the…” she yelped, the words dissolving into a moan when he thrust into her again. “…fuck… Tom…what are you…” Another slap, this one making her ass jiggle, and he thrust into her again. “What the fuck… Oh god… Tom… What are you… Ohmygod…”

      Megan kept being cut off by a thrust or a slap to her ass—or both. Tom found a good rhythm to both punish his wife and drive her crazy, but it took a toll. He had to dig deep because he ordinarily did not have that kind of control when it came to her. Holding back from her meant holding back from himself. His own body was screaming, Just fuck her!

      “She…told me…to not hold back…” he grunted, finding his groove. He had it, but it wasn’t smooth. He didn’t always spank her on the thrust.

      “Ohhh… You did…god, babe, yesss…this to her…”

      Tom hadn’t done that to Alicia. Not that exact thing, anyway. He didn’t bend her over the bed and spank her and fuck her. The redhead had to draw him out of his shell. The things she’d wanted didn’t come naturally to him—or they’d been locked deep away. He wasn’t sure which.

      Another swat to her ass, and he had to admit he loved the way it made her softer, rounder ass jiggle. Alicia was tight everywhere. Spanking her almost hurt his hand. The thought was absurd, but Megan’s ass was made for spanking. He wondered why he didn’t bend her over more often—even just to fuck her.

      When she tried to thrust back to meet him, Tom spanked her even harder. “Hey!” And again. “Fuck! That hurts…”

      “Good…” he grunted. “That’s what she…wanted… Should I stop?”

      Tom had no intention of stopping. He couldn’t stop until he was finished.

      “Don’t…you…fucking…dare…”

      Inspired, he grabbed her hair and pulled while slamming his hips forward. Megan shrieked. He thought she might have come—just a little bit—right there. She loves this! he thought. It was exciting while he was fucking her, but he wasn’t analyzing what it meant. He was too in the moment to worry about it like he had before. He moved faster, control slipping away.

      “You…want to…fuck him again…don’t you…” He punctuated the question with a swat.

      “Yes! Oh god…Tom…yes!”

      “Been dreaming about it…”

      “Tom…babe…” she pleaded, sounding like she could barely get the words out.

      “Tell me…” he demanded, with another swat to her ass.

      “Yes! Ohmygod Tom… Yes!”

      Megan screamed it, and he didn’t even care that they were in a tent with the next fancy campsite just twenty-five yards away. He didn’t know if the confession was true or part of whatever twisted game they were playing, but it landed like the truth. It was a gut punch—one that almost knocked the cum out of him.

      Did he fuck you like this? Did he use you like his little slut?

      The questions burned through his brain, but he didn’t dare ask them aloud. He couldn’t handle the answers. He tightened his grip on her hair, slapped her ass hard enough to make it ring through the big tent, and pounded her as hard as he could.

      “Yes! Yes! Ohmygod…yesss! Fuck! Tom…”

      Megan was losing her mind, and then she was coming. He was sure this time because she came completely apart. Tom tried to keep going, but once her sheath began to milk him, holding out was impossible. He was light-headed when she shouted and filled his wife.

      Afterward, they lay in a sweaty heap on the bed. Their bodies were at an angle to each other, but Megan had tangled her legs in his. She was flushed from head to toe and had that post-orgasm glow, but her eyes held a distant look.

      “Tom, what I said…”

      “It’s okay, honey.” He hoped he said it with more conviction than he felt.

      “No, I was caught up in the moment. It was just part of what we were doing.”

      “Are you telling me you didn’t mean it?” He asked the question before he could stop himself.

      Megan hesitated, which was his answer, no matter what she said next. “We talked about this… Do you want to keep hearing it?”

      Tom didn’t need to. He’d memorized what she’d told him. Sex with Bobby was good. Great, even. But she didn’t need it. And if the sex was that good, of course she’d want more. However, he’d never directly asked his wife if she wanted to fuck the ex-SEAL again once they’d fled Ember & Stone because he’d thought they’d never see the other couple again. He’d thought it didn’t matter.

      “I know. It’s fine. I’m not trying to punish you.”

      Megan smiled weakly. “That felt a lot like punishment, babe.”

      “Sorry, did I hurt you? I wasn’t trying to… You asked me to…”

      “It’s fine.” She reached for his hand and squeezed it. “I did ask you to do it. It hurt—you spanked me really hard—but you didn’t hurt me. I’ll admit, wondering what you did with her has been killing me. The things that went through my head…”

      Tom was surprised by that, but of course it weighed on her. He’d been so consumed by her and Bobby that he hadn’t fully considered how his wife felt about his night with Alicia. When she seemed to take it in stride, he’d accepted that at face value.

      “It wasn’t all like that, honey. I didn’t want to hurt her, either.”

      “But she wanted you to?”

      “I’m not sure. Possibly? Ali fucks like she has something to prove.”

      Megan made a face, then said, “She knew she had to outdo me.”

      “Not possible,” he answered. “That night was crazy, maybe because of the novelty, but I still couldn’t wait to get back to you.” Except that Bobby had to wake me up, he thought.

      They fell into silence. Tom knew that they were lying to themselves when they thought they put their night with Bobby and Alicia to bed. He wondered if they’d ever move on from it completely. Megan was certainly different. She took to that rough treatment like she’d been waiting for it their entire marriage. Or had Bobby taught her to crave it?

      Could he have reprogrammed her in one night?

      More than ever, Tom had to know what Bobby did to his wife. He had to see it for himself. Even if it killed him.

      “What do you think is going to happen when they come over?” he asked.

      “If we’re smart, we’ll have a couple of drinks, throw some steaks on the grill, and get them out of here as quickly as possible,” Megan replied. He wasn’t sure if that was fear or eagerness in her voice.

      They sat quietly with that, too.

      Tom knew it was because they weren’t going to do the smart thing.
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      Megan could have been put out by the way Bobby showed up at their campsite that evening. He didn’t look like he’d made no effort, but like he’d found a way to make an anti-effort. The rumpled black Carhartt t-shirt didn’t look like it had been laundered since whenever he’d worn it before, and his battered, camouflage cargo shorts looked to be years past their expiration date. He looked like he’d dressed out of the discard bin of a second-hand store.

      He had the air of a man who’d been dragged along to a social event by his better half, but Megan felt the heat beneath whenever his eyes slid over to her. The unfinished business between them crackled through the air so intensely that she was stunned their partners didn’t feel it.

      But maybe Tom did.

      Her husband was closely watching her interactions with Bobby. He lingered off to the side, observing. Megan knew she was being judged, which almost bothered her enough to play into Tom’s paranoia. She didn’t because she loved him and knew it might crack him wide open—but his attitude still bothered her. He’d given her ample reason to scrutinize him and Alicia, but Megan wasn’t watching and waiting for a moment to bludgeon her husband with.

      Alicia wasn’t giving her one anyway.

      Rather than going straight to Tom, the redhead clung to Megan’s side like they were long-separated sorority sisters at a reunion. Alicia gushed about how amazing Megan looked and, with a sly smile, admitted she was jealous. Megan knew she looked good in the red, floral print boho style dress she’d pulled out of her bin.

      It was a dress she’d had forever that she knew she looked good in—it draped her body without being shapeless, had a deep enough V-neck to show off her assets if she chose to, and was light and airy enough to be comfortable on the steamiest day. The dress was sexy in a casual way that looked like she wasn’t trying.

      But Alicia had nothing to be jealous about. Megan had her own envy that the redhead had the tight, petite body to pull off a gauzy, white little dress with a pattern of tiny wildflowers that looked more nightie than dress. She’d been more daring recently, but Megan never would have worn anything that revealing in public, sure that it would show off every flaw she had. Alicia wore the skimpy dress with the attitude that she didn’t care if the wind just blew it away. Megan was sure the other woman wore nothing under that dress.

      “I need the full tour,” Alicia said, taking Megan’s arm and guiding her toward the wooden platform the yurt stood on. “This is incredible!”

      “Not really camping, is it?” Bobby grumbled behind her.

      “It looks like a tent to me,” Alicia said. “It’s just fancier.”

      “It’s actually a yurt,” Tom called from the grill, where he was stoking the wood fire that would cook their steaks.

      “I know what a yurt is,” Bobby replied, giving Tom an annoyed look. “We cleared plenty of them in Afghanistan.”

      Megan watched her husband stiffen at the rebuke, and then let it go. He didn’t want to antagonize Bobby, but she couldn’t decide why. She loved her husband, but was sure the ex-SEAL could take him apart in a fight. However, Tom was not a coward. He wasn’t afraid to push back at the other man. She thought there was another reason Tom didn’t want to push Bobby’s buttons.

      After everything they’d gone through after the last time, she was sure Tom wanted her to sleep with Bobby again. Megan still thought it was a terrible idea, but that didn’t stop her husband from wanting it. That didn’t stop her either.

      “I doubt they were the same as this,” Megan said, giving Bobby the pushback her husband didn’t. He just grumbled.

      Bobby wandered around the spacious, circular interior of the yurt like he was taking inventory. Megan may have feared he was casing the place if she hadn’t known him.

      “No, they weren’t. They had dirty floors and definitely did not have air conditioning. This is not camping,” he commented.

      “No, not really, but it’s a nice break from the van. I love the freedom of the road, but it feels good to sleep in a real bed sometimes. I feel like this is a nice blend of the two. We still get to enjoy nature, but we’re comfortable,” Megan replied.

      Alicia broke from her arm and dropped onto the bed butt first before flopping back to lie with her arms spread. “Oh, my God! This is so comfy! This feels like a mattress at a really nice hotel. You guys must be loving this bed!”

      “It’s nice,” Megan conceded.

      “More than nice,” Alicia continued. “I’d kill for a night in this bed! And there’s so much room…”

      Megan tried not to read into the redhead’s comments. Room for four? She doubted it, but the bed didn’t need to fit four people for Alicia to spend the night in it. The futon on the side folded out into a surprisingly comfortable second bed. She also wasn’t a fool. The other couple wanted to hook up again. Bobby looked like he could hardly restrain himself from bending her over since they’d arrived. But the way that Alicia was clinging to Megan made her wonder if they were looking for a different sort of matchup the second time around.

      Tom wanted to watch her have sex, whether he admitted it or not. Megan wondered if he’d want to watch her with Bobby and Alicia. She dismissed the possibility immediately. He would not just sit on the sidelines and watch. That was not her husband.

      Watching that might kill him, she thought.

      When they filed out of the yurt, Bobby went right for the cooler that sat on the platform and took a beer before Megan could offer one. Alicia still clung to her side, and Megan was becoming aware of her body in a new way.

      “This place is like a luxury hotel on the beach. How much does a campsite like this run you?” Bobby asked, rolling up beside Tom, who looked irked. The Hendersons weren’t from a world where people just asked about the cost of things.

      Tom took his own beer from the table beside the grill and casually sipped it before answering. “The prices are on the website, but we’re not paying full price. We got a great deal for promoting it on social media. You’ll see branded videos from here in a day or two. Make sure you ring that bell to subscribe.”

      Megan tensed at the expression that passed over Bobby’s face. She didn’t like the tension she’d felt between the men from the moment the other couple had arrived. The pendulum kept swinging back and forth between which was more likely—the men swinging on each other or the couples swapping.

      “Must be nice to have that kind of money rolling in. Seems like some people just always hit blackjack,” Bobby said.

      Tom chuckled. “You make it sound like luck, but it’s a lot of hard work. You’ve got to be willing to study and learn the system⁠—”

      “So you can work it?” Bobby interrupted.

      “Something like that, yeah. Taking advantage of everything you can is the American way,” Tom finished.

      “Too many people taking advantage,” Bobby said, sipping his beer. Megan did not like his body language—or that her husband seemed to be matching it.

      Tom shrugged, which she was sure infuriated Bobby. He sipped his beer and smiled. “Taking advantage and hard work are not mutually exclusive. But I guess you’re right about luck. Luckiest day of my life was when I walked into that conference room and met Meg. She’s my secret weapon. Always has been. She’s the reason we have followers, but she’s always been the reason I succeed.”

      Her husband’s confession touched something deep inside Megan that made her ashamed of the instinctive way her body had been reacting to being around Bobby again. Sometimes, she wondered if his desire to share her meant he saw her as a possession to lord over other men, but she realized he was just proud of her and maybe trying to experience her in a different way. It still didn’t make sense to her—she couldn’t feel the same about Tom fucking Alicia—but she had a new acceptance of it. She also knew that Tom made the speech to tweak Bobby, reminding him that she was his, and that turned her on in a primal way she didn’t expect.

      Bobby did not like being tweaked.

      “Got that right. Meg is special. Hard to earn being worthy of her. Hard to keep something like that that doesn’t really want to be tamed,” Bobby said.

      Tom carefully regarded the ex-SEAL while he chose his next words, and finally said, “I think I know my wife pretty well. That’s why I can let her have her fun, because a dick is a dick. She’ll never have trouble getting the next one.”

      That turned fast, Megan thought, unhappy with the way the men were objectifying her or that her husband seemed to think she needed his permission to do anything. She was so caught up in that, she failed to notice the men were on the edge of squaring off until Alicia flew between them. Rather than go to Bobby, Alicia slid against Tom’s side, while smiling at Bobby.

      “I’m starting to feel a little neglected with all this talk about Meg. Did you boys forget that I can’t be tamed either?” Alicia said.

      The way Tom looked at Alicia made Megan’s stomach lurch, even though she understood it was for Bobby’s benefit. “There’s no way I’ll forget that, Ali.”

      “Then why don’t you boys give fighting over Meg a break for a while and turn that attention to me?”

      “We weren’t fighting over her,” Bobby replied, quickly enough to prove that something still made him nervous—letting Alicia down.

      “Well, whatever you were doing, Tom is going to show me the steaks so I can pick out mine. Can you watch the fire while we’re gone, baby?” Alicia blew Bobby a kiss.

      “Yeah,” Bobby mumbled.

      It was another quick change in the direction of the evening, and Megan was beginning to get whiplash. She watched Alicia walk Tom into the yurt, where the paper-wrapped package of steaks was tucked into the small refrigerator, and her pang of jealousy burned hotter. She turned that energy on Bobby.

      “I’m not someone—something—that needs to be tamed or kept,” she told him.

      He replied with that infuriatingly cocky smile that still managed to charm her, despite her annoyance. “I was the one arguing that you shouldn’t be tamed, sweetheart.”

      Megan hardened, even as she felt her heart racing from their proximity and the tension between them. “Animals are tamed. I’m not an animal. And I’ll go after what I want, whenever I want to, without a man’s permission.”

      “Tell that to your husband. I certainly have no claim on controlling you.”

      “Do you enjoy being a prick?”

      “I’m just me. If you think I’m an asshole, that’s a you problem,” he confidently replied.

      You’re definitely an asshole, she thought, turning away from him.

      Bobby caught her arm, turning Megan back to him. She shrugged off his hand, but he gripped her waist like a vice and pulled her dangerously close.

      “What do you think you’re doing?” she asked, squirming but not pulling away. The strength in his big hand holding her so firmly just by her hip was intoxicating.

      “You don’t need taming, but I think you like the idea that a man is strong enough to try.” He rested his other hand on her opposite hip.

      “And that’s you?”

      “That ain’t me, sweetheart. I don’t want to tame you at all…” His hand slid to her ass and grabbed it firmly.

      “No?” She hated how breathless she sounded. Her breasts were mashed against his rock-hard chest, and her core tightened in a way that made Megan feel like she was losing control.

      “I want to let the animal out.”

      He pushed Megan’s hair back from her face, and she flicked her head to shoo his hand away. The show of defiance made him smile, and she hated that. Being so close to Bobby had her off-balance in a way she couldn’t easily adapt to, which never happened to her.

      “We spent one night together, and you think you know me so well?” She toyed with the drawstrings hanging from the front of his shorts.

      “Then tell me I’m wrong.”

      “You’re a prick,” she repeated.

      “And you want to fuck me, sweetheart.”

      Bobby didn’t wait for her to answer him. She barely had time to catch her breath before he was kissing her. Her brain told her to push him away, but instead she thrust her tongue into his mouth. He was everything her rational brain told her was wrong with men, but her body reacted to him in a primal way that she couldn’t ignore.

      Megan pushed against his chest before she completely lost herself, but she stayed close to him. Breathlessly, she told him, “Don’t assume you have the right to do that.”

      “Fine. I’ll walk away, sweetheart.”

      He kept her against him, but he looked like he meant it. She wasn’t silly enough to believe she needed him, but Megan felt him stiffening against her stomach, and she wanted him. She didn’t want Bobby to go away. She just wanted him to stop being an asshole.

      “I didn’t say I want that,” she replied, pulling him back in to a kiss. She was the aggressor this time, but when his grip tightened on her body, Megan felt the power dynamic shifting. His strength was everything she didn’t want to admit she wanted.

      Megan started the kiss and she ended it, pushing Bobby back and stepping out of his grasp. She needed to catch her breath and was wobbly on her feet, but she’d made her point. She didn’t look him in the eyes because she didn’t want him to see how much she didn’t want to stop.

      Just as she took a deep breath to speak again, Tom and Alicia came out of the yurt. She’d been so consumed with Bobby that she hadn’t thought about what her husband was doing with Alicia inside.

      “Hey, guys!” Alicia said, holding out the opened wrapper containing the steaks. “Tom showed me his meat. Do you mind if I help him with it, Meg? Looks like your hands are full anyway.”

      Megan was still shaken by kissing Bobby and tried to snap out of it. She caught the way Tom was looking at her, which didn’t help. He knew something had happened while he was inside. I’m sure something happened with you two, she defensively thought. She forced a smile and answered, “Feel free. Tom knows how to make it nice and tender.”

      “Mmm… Can’t wait to get it in my mouth.”

      Tom, clearly uncomfortable, cleared his throat and said, “I’d better get these on if we’re going to eat tonight.

      “Sounds good, babe. I’ll toss the salad together,” Megan replied, happy for an excuse to get away from Bobby.

      “I’ll help,” Alicia cheerfully announced.

      “I don’t really need the help. Why don’t you relax?”

      Alicia followed her anyway.

      The salad plan was nothing but a bagged salad with some extras like radish and carrots thrown in, which was why Megan didn’t need help, but she put on a smile while she fetched the fixings from the cooler, and the redhead kept chattering on. She sat at the picnic table where she’d placed their big, plastic salad bowl from the van. The campsite may have been fancy, but Megan was not.

      “I am so glad we ran into you guys again,” Alicia said, taking the salad from Megan and tearing the bag open.

      “Yeah, freaky, right? I know crazy coincidences happen, but you guys popping up on the same beach in Florida is so random. I almost can’t believe it.” Megan pulled the small cutting board and knife toward her and set the veggies on it.

      “I think when the universe wants something to happen, it just happens.”

      “Maybe. Want to hear something funny? I could have sworn I saw you guys on another beach several days ago. Tom and I stopped in some out-of-the-way place—it wasn’t even a campground like this—and we were the only two souls out there in nature, and then out of nowhere, I see this other couple, and they looked so much like you and Bobby that I swore I was hallucinating.”

      “Then maybe you’re the reason we found each other again, Meg. We were obviously on your mind. Could be that the universe heard you, and that’s why it brought us together again.”

      Megan carefully watched Alicia when she answered, but the pretty redhead gave away nothing. She wouldn’t have thought the younger woman had that much guile, and Megan hoped that she would give something away about being on that other beach, or following them—or something—but Alicia was spacier than usual, her eyes just a little bit unfocused and her smile a touch dreamier.

      “I don’t know if I believe all that. Sometimes, things just happen. An accident is usually just an accident, if you know what I mean,” Megan said.

      “Hopefully this is a happy accident,” Alicia said, fluffing the salad in the bowl. Megan didn’t reply, and she continued. “You know, we were surprised when we got up that day, and you guys were gone. Neither one of us could remember you saying it was your last night at Ember & Stone. We had a lot of fun that night, and we were hoping to spend more time together.”

      The sincerity caught Megan off guard. Alicia didn’t seem to be putting on a show, and her disappointment made Megan uncomfortable. Tom had been callous about the whole thing, but she’d always felt guilty for sneaking out like they’d done something wrong—even though her husband was right that they didn’t owe the other couple anything.

      “I’m sorry, but when Tom checked our business email that morning, he found an opportunity that we couldn’t pass up, so we had to throw our things together and run. We should have said goodbye, but also, it was just a sex thing, right?”

      Alicia’s sunny mask slipped—just for a moment—but Megan caught it. She recovered quickly. “Yeah, we’re not looking for soul mates when we hook up. We just thought we’d all be in the same place hanging out longer—thought we’d have more fun. It’s no biggie.”

      The redhead couldn’t hide her strained tone, which made Megan feel even worse. She’d been so sure that taking off had been the right thing that morning, but now that they were right back in the same situation with Bobby and Alicia—and the world wasn’t ending—she began to wonder if she’d just let Tom convince her they had to go.

      This isn’t just because I want to fuck Bobby again, she told herself. But she did wonder if he’d gotten so built up in her head because they ran away instead of letting nature run its course. I might have been better off if I’d just gotten him out of my system the first time.

      “We’re all back together now,” Megan said hopefully.

      She watched their men, over by the grill, wondering if Tom and Bobby were having the same awkward reunion. The men had been carrying far more tension from the moment they’d reunited, and from the body language Megan observed, that wasn’t changing. Whatever the guys were talking about, neither of them seemed to like how it was going.

      The men stood stiffly just out of each other’s reach, as if throwing punches was a possibility. Bobby radiated coiled energy like he was about to strike, but Megan decided that was his default setting. However, she was not used to seeing that kind of energy in her husband. That man was calm even when he was closing multi-billion-dollar deals.

      Megan was growing weary of her husband not knowing what he wanted—or not being able to handle it. Either way, the situation only caused problems for her.

      We should just wrap this up and get away from them and close this chapter of our adventure. We’re playing with fire, she thought. She’d thought it so many times that she was sick of it. But deep down, Megan didn’t want to play it safe, and she was beginning to realize that she was going to resent Tom if she denied herself for him. He’d thrown the door open, but it wasn’t solely his decision on when to close it.

      I’m jealous, too, she thought, looking at Alicia, who smiled back. But I’m handling my stuff. Tom needs to grow up and handle his. She didn’t want to hurt him, but she didn’t want to hurt herself either. Bobby had changed something in her. She couldn’t deny it any longer.

      Megan was tired of hiding from herself. Hiding from what she wanted.

      And what she wanted more than anything tonight was to fuck Bobby Lopino again.
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      Megan felt the gummy taking the edge off. The night just felt softer. The clock was pushing eleven, and the heat was still oppressive, but she didn’t care so much anymore. They were close enough to the beach to hear the crashing of the waves, and she felt a pleasant thrum going through her body that rose and fell with the motion of the ocean.

      She’d never been much of a stoner. Back in high school, when a lot of her friends began experimenting with everything, she’d stuck with alcohol because she was an athlete. That was what she’d told herself, anyway. Megan had to keep her temple clean to be at peak performance, and she knew weed would sap her motivation. Booze was just more acceptable anyway.

      When she’d worked in finance, drugs had been everywhere, but even then she’d limited her intake to an occasional edible or weed vape, insisting it wasn’t her thing. Harder drugs were never on the table for her. She was scared of the guys who crushed Adderall and snorted it.

      The truth was that letting any drug take away her inhibitions frightened her. She’d always been aware of the parts of her she held back, and she wanted to keep them locked away. Megan knew she could manage drinking because she’d had years of practice, but drugs felt like something else entirely.

      The only reason she took the gummy from Alicia was because of Tom’s disapproving look. Megan tried to wave the redhead off at first, but when Alicia kept pushing with the persuasive argument that they could all stand to chill out, after popping one herself, she was on the fence, despite Tom’s insistence that it wasn’t a good idea. He even resisted when Alicia rubbed her body against his and said pretty please.

      When she turned that attention back to Megan, it was Tom’s stern, don’t-you-dare look that sealed the deal, and she let Alicia press it past her lips. The candy was sweet and chewy, but it tasted like weed, as they always did. She stared daggers back at her husband while she chewed it, thinking, Don’t act like you’re my dad, telling me what I can and can’t do.

      Ultimately, Tom was the only person who didn’t take one.

      About ten minutes after she’d taken the gummy, he’d followed Megan into the yurt, where she was grabbing another tiny bottle of Skyy from the minibar to mix herself a drink. She tried to ignore him while she crouched to get the booze and a little can of cranberry juice from the mini fridge.

      “Do you think that was a good idea, Meg? You have no idea what was in that,” Tom hissed, trying to keep his voice down.

      “I saw it come out of the package. Take a breath, babe. I don’t think Ali is trying to slip me a roofie.”

      “The package was open…”

      “She did not drug me—not more than what I expected, I mean.”

      “I’m just worried about you. Us. We should keep our wits about us with them.”

      “They know they don’t need to drug me—I mean, us.”

      Tom’s face hardened, and she regretted it. She was sober enough to make decisions for herself, but she’d drunk enough to loosen her tongue.

      “Meg, do you really want to do this again? If you want to…” It seemed like he couldn’t bring himself to say it, but she saw it in his eyes—her fucking Bobby was all he was thinking about. “We could find someone else. Another couple. Those lifeguards were hot…”

      “They’re babies,” she laughed.

      “They’ve got to be in their twenties, right?”

      Megan did not want to remind him of their ages, not when she was feeling so good. She placed a hand on his shoulder and looked up at her husband. It still made her chest tight, like it always had, even though she was annoyed. “Take a breath, babe. You’re making her case. You need to chill out more than any of us. Well, maybe not Bobby. He’s always too intense.”

      “We can’t trust them. I don’t believe for a second that they didn’t just turn up here.”

      “But we can trust each other, can’t we? Let’s kick them out, if that’s what you want. I’ll do whatever you want, babe.”

      Tom took a long time to answer. The conflict on his face looked like it might physically tear him in two. Megan knew right then that whatever he said, they should politely move Bobby and Alicia on. Tom wanted what he wanted, whether it was good for him or not.

      “That’s not what you want.” It was a statement, not a question.

      “But I love you more than I want him. There’s no contest.”

      In her head, Megan conceded there was a little bit of a contest, but not a serious one. It was like the Yankees playing a high school team.

      Tom’s eyes were darting over her, like he could read her mind if he tried hard enough. She was so annoyed by his back-and-forth, but she was still about to put Tom out of his misery and tell him they were sending Bobby and Alicia packing when he spoke.

      “I don’t know what’s going to happen. I don’t know what I want either, but whatever goes down, we have to have each other’s backs, no matter what.”

      Megan took both of his hands. “We don’t have to do this.”

      “I know.”

      “This is because Ali is so wild in bed, isn’t it?” she said with a smile that was only partially forced. She accepted that her husband would be fucking the redhead again if she fucked Bobby, but she didn’t like it.

      Tom didn’t quite relax, but he returned her smile. “I mean, you saw her in that dress. I think you’d have questions if I didn’t want her.”

      She had to force the smile a little harder. “Maybe I’ll beat you to her.”

      “If you want to go first, I’ll be happy to watch. Might even mellow Bobby out…”

      “Haha. I know he’s intense, but there’s another side to Bobby. Please, trust me.”

      “I’m not sure I’m willing to do what you did to see his other side.”

      Megan felt like she was bending over backward to accommodate his neurotic mood swings and didn’t appreciate the dig. “Maybe you’ll get to see it for yourself tonight.” She kissed him and walked out of the yurt.

      Bobby and Alicia were down by the picnic table when Megan came out. They were close—his hand rested on her hip—but their conversation looked intense. All Megan could hear from the platform was the sibilant sounds of rushed whispers. When she came closer to hear better, they got quiet and turned to her as if nothing had happened.

      “Everything okay? You guys were in there for a while,” Alicia had asked when she came out.

      “Everything is great,” Megan had replied, forcing a smile.

      And that was how Megan was sitting on an outdoor couch with her husband, listening to the waves, and sitting across from another couple that they were surely going to fuck—again.
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      “How has the shooting been going here?” Alicia asked. “We’ve been following your posts, and you guys have some fun stuff. I see why you’re so popular. Those videos you posted going off that cliff on the rope swing last year were so amazing. It made me want to go find that place!”

      “She’s been following you,” Bobby stressed. “I don’t do social media. I’m not a Gen Z, or whatever they’re called.”

      “Everybody’s on social media now,” Tom replied with a laugh. “Facebook is more Boomers and GenX than young people.”

      Bobby looked like he took the other man’s chuckle like he was being laughed at, which Megan understood Tom was not doing. The men had been measuring dicks all night, but her husband was not mean.

      “Social media isn’t what you think,” she said. “I’m not GenZ.” She laughed at herself. “Not even close.”

      “And don’t play dumb, baby. You like watching those videos as much as I do. I’m not jealous that you love watching her so much.”

      Bobby didn’t acknowledge his girlfriend’s revelation, but Megan felt the heat in her core, knowing that he likes watching her. Getting high blurred the edges of her guilt about that.

      In that tire swing video, she popped up out of the water topless for the dozen or so people around to see, before she covered her breasts with her hands as best she could, but they were too big to cover completely. Tom blurred it for social media, but the post was still one of their most popular—an early indication that people were not just watching them for vanlife tips and adventure. Several of the comments cursed blurring technology.

      Megan steered them back to Alicia’s question. “We got some great stuff on the water yesterday…until I wiped out on the paddleboard.” She laughed at herself. The incident felt much funnier now.

      “Really? You need to post that! Do you have it? Can I see it?” Alicia enthused.

      “That’s what I told her. People love her goofy side,” Tom agreed.

      “I thought you said people love my tits,” Megan replied, laughing.

      “They can love both,” Tom said.

      “Yeah, I love both,” Alicia said.

      Bobby grinned. “I think I might prefer one over the other.”

      Megan felt Tom stiffen beside her. Even after their chat in the yurt, he couldn’t quite accept what he wanted. She hoped having Alicia would help him deal since he didn’t get high with the rest of them.

      “So, do you have the video? I need to see it,” the redhead demanded.

      “It’s on my laptop,” Tom said, clearly unwilling to fetch it.

      “Get it!”

      When he didn’t move, Alicia came over and dragged him to his feet by his arms. “Don’t be lazy. I wanna see.” Tom grumbled, but Megan saw the effect the redhead’s attention still had on him. Her jealousy popped back to the surface, but unlike her husband, she could handle it. Alicia dragged a grouchy Tom back toward the yurt.

      “Alone at last,” Bobby said from the other side of the fire.

      “They’ll be right back.” The buzzing inside her grew louder now that they were alone.

      He laughed. “Ali has a way of getting distracted when there’s a bed in the room.”

      “I hope you’re not calling your wife—your girlfriend—whatever she is to you, a slut.”

      “When I tell Ali she’s a slut, it’s because she’s acting like one and she wants me to.”

      “Is that some kind of sex positivity thing?” Megan snorted.

      “She just knows who she is and embraces it. Can you say the same?”

      Bobby triggered something in Megan she’d only felt a handful of times before—back in college, with an older man she’d met early working on Wall Street. A specific type of man—arrogant and dangerous, with a tender side only she could see—made her burn for something—someone—she shouldn’t. It was a visceral, bodily response that she couldn’t explain and didn’t care if her brain knew it was all wrong. Her body wanted what her body wanted. And with her brain taking the night off, her body was winning more than ever.

      “I think I have a good handle on who I am. Thanks,” she defiantly said, although it was more up for debate than ever before.

      “Come over here.”

      “Why don’t you come to me?” She did not want to be closer, not without their partners present. It was humbling to realize that she didn’t quite trust herself with him.

      “Come here,” he replied, more firmly.

      “I’m not your pet.” She playfully barked and laughed anyway. In the back of her mind, she thought, This is why I don’t get high.

      Even as she said it, Megan was up and coming around the fire to stand in front of him, deciding she could make a point—to Bobby and herself. “I’m here.” Her tone was defiant.

      “You are.”

      Bobby had been slouched back, casually relaxed like he owned the place, but he sat up and ran his hand up her thigh, stopping just short of the hem of her loose minidress when she pressed her thighs together. His surprise was what she was looking for.

      “But I’m not yours to touch just because I came over. I don’t belong to anyone, but if I did, it would be my husband.”

      “You’ve said that.” He was looking up at Megan, and her chest was right in his face, which kept distracting him. She wished she didn’t like that so much.

      “But I don’t think you’re hearing me.”

      “I don’t care who you belong to. But I did get a peek beneath the lid that night, and I want more.”

      She laughed. “We had fun. I let loose for a night, but the way I fuck doesn’t define me. I think you only see women one way. We weren’t put on this planet for your amusement, Bobby.”

      His grip tightened on her thigh, and her core tightened, too. Her stomach flipped because deep down, she knew playing with fire was a terrible idea. The pot had her feeling a little invincible, and she wanted to prove that she could go toe to toe with Bobby and pull back, even if she didn’t last time. Megan didn’t need to prove anything to anyone, but these men had to learn that was she was in charge. Both her husband and Bobby seemed to think that she was just going to spread her legs.

      The smile he gave was like a wolf baring their teeth. Stoned, she tried to return it and felt silly instead.

      “I don’t care if I’m the one being used by you, sweetheart,” he said. “But we both know you need to let your wild side out. I’m just the lucky son-of-a-bitch who gets to unlock the door.”

      Megan laughed and growled at him. He laughed, too, and then moved with a swiftness that took her breath away and pulled her down to straddle his lap. It was fast enough to make her light-headed in her current state. His hands were clamps, pinning her there as she squirmed. She was no weakling. Not many men could keep her where she didn’t want to be. Bobby did it effortlessly, and her body reacted without her permission.

      She gasped.

      “Yeah,” he said, like that little noise confirmed everything he thought. “Are we still pretending this isn’t what we’re here for, sweetheart?” He nuzzled her tits, lips finding the stiffening bud of her nipple through the thin fabric and her bra. He kissed her exposed cleavage.

      “That night was supposed to be…” She paused for a breath, working very hard to sound like her control wasn’t slipping away. Her confidence that she could control this situation was giving way to something hotter and darker thay coiled low in her belly. “…a one-night thing.” She gripped his shoulders. They were unyielding. She stopped trying to push him away.

      “But that’s not what you really wanted, was it?” He slid his grip to her ample ass, pulling her tighter into him. “We both know what you told me. Say you’re not mine all you want now, but I’ll never forget the way you moaned it.”

      Megan had started to roll her hips without thinking. The motion was automatic when she was pulled against the bulge in his shorts. What she couldn’t forget was how that thing had felt inside her. She wasn’t truly an animal, no matter what he said. She wasn’t ruled by her urges. But if she could have it again—and Tom didn’t say no, however many times she asked—she wouldn’t deny herself.

      I can handle this, she told herself, willing herself to believe it. Going with the flow felt so easily just then, but she wasn’t that messed up. She was still making her own decisions. No one was going to make her do anything she didn’t want to do.

      “Asshole.” It was too close to a moan. “I remember. Don’t need it thrown in my face. I swear, it’s like you’re trying to convince me to not fuck you again.”

      Megan remembered it too well. Claim me. She wished she could forget—or erase it from the timeline—but it was out there. She’d said it to Bobby while he was deep inside her—so deep—and the worst part was that she’d meant it when it slipped out. The things he did to her made Megan forget everything else. They made her selfish.

      Claim me.

      Saying it out loud to Bobby was the one thing from that night she couldn’t forgive herself for. The words were a betrayal of her husband. But grinding on Bobby, she felt that surrender brewing inside her again. The warm, gauzy feeling in her head made surrender feel so much better.

      Megan had one other, very good, reason she generally avoided getting high. She was one of those lucky people who got very horny when the weed hit her.

      “We’re both here…together again…” He caught her nipple between his lips. “No point in fighting the inevitable.”

      Megan was relieved for the barrier, but she also craved his mouth on her bare flesh. She pulled his hair to make him look up at her. “You sound like Alicia, like you think the universe keeps bringing us together to fuck.”

      Something unsettling passed behind his eyes, but it was so quick she didn’t know if she’d imagined it. “Sure, it could be that.”

      Instead of analyzing what she saw, Megan went with the flow and kissed him. She ground hard against his bulge and didn’t hide the surge of pleasure it gave her. She had just enough time to become breathless before Bobby used his considerable strength to pull her back mid-kiss.

      “What?” she panted. “Isn’t that what you wanted?”

      “If you’re not fucking with me again, yeah. But if this was going to be you getting me hard and pulling away to make a point, you need to know you only get away with that so many times, sweetheart.”

      Megan softly laughed, mostly to hide the fear his sudden intensity struck inside her. “And then what happens?”

      Bobby dug his fingers deep into her soft ass. “You get exactly what you’re looking for. I hope you can handle it.”

      The moment seemed suspended in amber. The waves crashing on the other side of the dunes even dropped away. The only sound was Megan’s heart thundering in her ears. Try me, she thought—not daring to speak the words. This is so fucked up.

      “We should see what happened to them,” she rasped, her mouth dry.

      He chuckled. “Yeah. They probably got the party started without us.”

      His arrogance made her want to double down, but she climbed off his lap and smoothed her dress. Megan needed to understand why she kept having the exact opposite reaction to him that she should.

      Megan walked toward the yurt without looking back to see if Bobby was following.
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      Tom and Alicia were sitting on the side of the bed, fully dressed. They were watching a video on his laptop. Megan felt silly for how relieved she was. It showed just how far Bobby had gotten under her skin.

      She was also guilty because part of her reaction to the ex-SEAL was jealousy that her husband was in the yurt fucking the redhead.

      “Hey, guys. Come here, you’ve got to see this,” Alicia said, looking up from the screen.

      “That’s okay. I lived it,” Megan replied.

      “Sorry we didn’t come back out, but my battery was almost dead. I needed to plug in,” Tom said. The laptop cord trailed over off the other side of the bed.

      “You’d better let him post this, or I’ll never talk to you again. It’s the best.”

      “Okay. Which video is it, exactly?”

      “Sit,” Alicia said, patting the bed beside her. She was crowded close to Tom on her other side.

      Megan swallowed her annoyance at being called over to her bed by another woman, and sat beside the redhead. Tom shifted his laptop over. She noted Alicia’s hand sat high on his thigh, lightly caressing. She wondered if the other woman felt how hard he was. Her husband had to be hard with Alicia right there, touching him like that.

      It was, indeed, the video of her on the paddleboard from earlier in the day. Watching it now, a little bit stoned, she felt like she was watching someone else entirely in some slapstick online reel. She laughed out loud, which she had not done earlier.

      “How many times have you guys watched this?” she asked.

      “We looked at other videos too, but a couple—at least. Come over, baby, you’ll want to see this,” Alicia said.

      “I think I’m good,” Bobby replied, waving off the suggestion.

      On the laptop, Megan tumbled into the water, and the camera held steady. She was still annoyed that her husband didn’t make sure she was okay. He didn’t need to dive in like a lifeguard, but he didn’t even offer a hand.

      A moment later, she popped up, water streaming down her hair and body, and she saw exactly why Alicia wanted them to post the video. And why Tom never stopped shooting.

      The water cascaded down her chest, making her breasts look huge. They also looked like they were going to burst out of her bikini at any second. Posting the video would certainly be leaning into exploiting her looks, as they’d discussed, but it felt so obvious. Too obvious.

      Megan’s cheeks flushed when she thought about the video going out to the universe. She knew what the comments would be. Tom talked about guys jerking off to her. This one would be for them. She squirmed on the bed, uncomfortable with how much she enjoyed the possibility of it since she was unmoored from her inhibitions.

      “You might like this one,” she teased, as if Bobby needed any encouragement. She did it to gauge Tom’s reaction as much as Bobby’s. Her husband pretends it doesn’t bother him. She knows when he’s pretending.

      The ex-SEAL grunted and walked around to stand behind them on the other side of the bed. Tom ran the video back again. Megan wanted to know his reaction, but refused to give him the satisfaction of looking back.

      “Nice. You know, if you want to make real money…” Bobby said.

      “Don’t say it, baby,” Alicia interrupted, turning to Megan. “He’s just kidding. You’re too classy for OnlyFans.” She laid her hand on Megan’s thigh.

      “OnlyFans? Right.” Megan laughed. “I spent four years at a good college and worked my ass off on Wall Street so I could show my tits for 14.99 a month?” She laughed again.

      “Fuck, Meg. I’d pay 24.99,” Bobby said.

      This time, she did look back and found him grinning. Asshole, she thought. At least he was being a semi-charming asshole this time.

      “I’ve got to agree with Bobby for once. You’re selling yourself short. I know your tits pretty well, and I think they’re worth 24.99,” Tom added.

      “Well, shit. Let’s get started,” Megan said.

      She grabbed the top of her dress and eased it off her shoulders, pausing when the three of them stared at her without speaking. She expected Tom, at least, to try and stop her, but he had that strange, eager look in his eyes. He wants me to flash Bobby. Asshole. She wished he’d pick a lane—jealous husband or eager voyeur—and stay in it.

      Megan was feeling loose enough to do it, just to make a point.

      “Guys, give her a break,” Alicia finally said. She turned and covered Megan’s hands, as if she really thought the other woman was about to flash the room. “Don’t listen to them. Guys just want to see boobs. It’s the one thing that unites all mankind.”

      Megan laughed. “They’ve both seen them anyway, and neither had to pay. Wait…does that make me easy?”

      Alicia regarded Megan, tilting  her head. “You’re high, aren’t you?”

      “I would have paid,” Bobby said.

      The entire conversation was absurd, and Megan realized the redhead was right. Bobby had her so turned around outside that she’d forgotten she was high, but trying to focus on Alicia’s clear blue eyes right in front of her brought everything back into perspective. Or not. She wasn’t sure. She was high.

      “Maybe. What were we talking about? Our videos or my tits?” Megan was feeling more than a little confused.

      “We’re talking about these,” Alicia said, sliding her hands down over Megan’s chest.

      “Oh…right…”

      Megan was surprised by the redhead’s small, soft hands on her breasts. It wasn’t the first time a woman had touched her like that, but it had been a long time. She laughed nervously, thinking the other woman was trying to be funny, but then Alicia started kneading her soft flesh.

      “I get why the guys—all guys—are obsessed with these,” Alicia cooed.

      “Thanks,” Megan replied, following up with a breathy sigh. She had a feeling hers was not the first set of tits that Alicia had groped. The younger woman was very good at it.

      A hush fell over the yurt, and Megan realized Alicia wasn’t touching her to be funny or make a point. The redhead’s fingers dug in as she worked the flesh. Heat radiated off the guys. Bobby seemed to take it in stride, but Tom seemed to be holding his breath, the video on his laptop forgotten.

      “Meg, baby, your tits are fantastic, but I bet you hear that all the time.”

      She did when she was younger—before she was a respectable married woman. Did she miss it? Megan wasn’t sure. Younger her was flattered, but also found it gross when that was all guys paid attention to.

      “Doesn’t she have amazing tits, baby?” Alicia gushed.

      “Yeah, they’re fucking great, baby. Let’s see them,” Bobby agreed, his voice a low rumble.

      “You don’t mind, do you, Tommy?” she asked.

      “Why aren’t you asking me?” Megan protested.

      “Yeah…uh…no…this is great…you’re good…” Tom’s mouth sounded dry.

      “Ali…”

      Megan lost track of her thought. It didn’t matter if she was going to give the redhead her blessing or protest because Alicia was stretching the dress over her shoulders and tugging the resisting fabric down her arms. The dress only wanted to stretch so far, and for a moment, it was stuck, pinning Megan’s arms to her sides. Alicia tugged harder.

      “Hey!” Megan complained. The fabric was biting into her arms.

      Alicia laughed. “It’s not my fault your tits are so big.”

      With another firm pull, she had the dress down past Megan’s chest, revealing the lacy black bra that gave the dark-haired woman’s already considerable breasts a boost. Megan looked past the redhead at her husband, who watched with his mouth hanging open.

      Enjoy the show, she thought.

      “I love the bra, baby,” Alicia flattered, running her fingers along the lacy edges.

      Megan giggled, shivering against a sudden outbreak of goosebumps. “You don’t even wear bras.”

      “How do you even know that?” Alicia asked with a raised eyebrow.

      Still giggling, Megan shrugged her arms out of the dress and slipped the spaghetti straps off Alicia’s shoulders, and the slender woman’s dress dropped to her waist.

      Now we’re even, Megan thought.

      “This doesn’t mean I never wear one,” Alicia replied.

      “Let me know when you plan on wearing one.”

      “Does it bother you?” Alicia returned her hands to Megan’s huge tits, aggressively kneading them this time.

      “It’s a distraction,” Megan replied, hastily adding, “…for the boys.”

      “Right…for the boys.” Alicia wound her fingers in Megan’s bra straps, tentatively tugging them. When the older woman didn’t stop her, she dropped the straps down her arms, but tension kept the bra in place. “Don’t be shy, Meg.”

      Clearheaded, Megan would have hesitated—certainly in front of the men—but a little stoned, she was excited to put on a show. She knew Tom wanted to watch her, and thought seeing her with Alicia would be a good appetizer to the main event. She never would have thought that way while sober.

      Megan touched Alicia gently—she hadn’t done this since college—and teased her short fingernails over the slopes of the redhead’s breasts. She’s also never touched a woman with nipple piercings. Seeing them up close was fascinating, but she was hesitant to touch them, afraid to hurt Alicia.

      Won’t it hurt if I touch them? she thought.

      She also loved how Alicia’s body was so different from her own—smaller, perkier breasts, puffier, paler nipples, firmer, tighter. Sober, she would have unfavorably compared her softer figure to the tighter redhead, but tonight she was able to enjoy how smooth Alicia’s skin was.

      The electricity in the yurt exploded like a sudden Florida thunderstorm. Megan thought her husband might pass out because he hadn’t seemed to take a breath since Alicia started touching her. Bobby watched like he was waiting for an opening, not like he was shocked the women were touching each other, which made Megan wonder how often the other couple swapped.

      Alicia’s kiss was hungry and sultry, and Megan softly moaned into it. Being high made the hands on her chest feel amazing. The way the redhead teased her nipples made Megan want to agree to anything she wanted. Alicia was a great kisser. Megan got why her husband was so into her.

      The growing heat between the women made her wish they were alone on that bed. She’d never been a perform in front of people kind of girl. She felt the same explosion of nerves she’d experienced at Nox Venari years ago when she’d realized those men weren’t taking her to a private room.

      Her nerves didn’t stop her that night, and they weren’t slowing her down tonight.

      Megan was left trembling and a little confused when Alicia pulled away and released her breasts. When the redhead turned to Tom, she got it, but wasn’t sure she liked it. She watched Alicia grab Tom by the collar and pull him into an even deeper kiss than she’d just shared with Megan.

      Tom was out of his head, and she knew it because she nearly let the laptop slide to the floor, and he handled that thing like it was their infant. Alicia reached for his lap, like she forgot the computer was there, and bumped it. He hesitated long enough that he barely caught the laptop with his left hand.

      “Let it go, baby. Would you rather have your hands on that or on me?” Alicia teased, nipping at his bottom lip.

      “Why can’t I have both?” he asked, pulling away enough to safely lower the laptop to the faded Oriental rug that padded the platform under the yurt.

      “We’ll see,” she replied, turning back to Megan.

      Jealousy had Megan wondering if she wanted to play Alicia’s game, until the redhead kissed her again. She grabbed the redhead’s tits, and the jealousy made her roll those puffy nipples harder than she otherwise would have. The aggression made Alicia purr into the kiss and push her chest at Megan’s hands.

      The situation rapidly overheated, despite Megan’s best intentions to keep her head about her and control the situation. Alicia kept switching between kissing Megan and her husband. At one point, Megan noticed the redhead was rubbing Tom through his shorts while she was kissing her. Knowing that Alicia connected her with him made her entire body throb. She blamed the pot for heightening everything and lowering her barriers, but she probably would have let her control slip away without it.

      The sequence of events became hard to track. Megan and Tom were touching Alicia together, their hands brushing as they touched her small breasts, then he took Megan’s hand and moved it between Alicia’s legs. She went with it, pushing the redhead’s short dress higher and encountered nothing but her smooth mound. Alicia never wore panties either, apparently.

      Dipping her fingers into Alicia’s slick folds, Megan paused when she gasped and stiffened. But then the redhead smiled and kissed her, saying, “Do you feel how wet I am for you? You guys have me soaked.”

      Alicia moved up onto the bed, pulling the Hendersons with her. While she pulled her dress over her head, Megan finally sought out Bobby. He did not seem like the sort of man who’d be content to sit in a corner watching his girlfriend fuck another couple, but there he was, kicked back on the futon in the corner, sipping a beer and watching with a contented smile.

      His eyes told Megan, Don’t worry. I’ll get my turn.

      The women joined to undress Tom. Alicia tried to pull his shirt off from her prone position, but didn’t have the reach, and Megan grabbed her husband’s shirt from behind and yanked it over his head. The redhead opened his shorts, but didn’t bother to remove them, and shoved her hand into his underwear. He groaned and sagged for a moment, like a puppet with cut strings.

      Megan found it disorienting to watch her husband react to another woman playing with her husband’s cock. Her stomach dropped, like she was plunging from the peak of a roller coaster, but something about seeing him like that was a turn-on, like the forbiddeness of the act made it hotter. The actual moment felt nothing like she’d expected.

      Tom froze for a moment with his eyes closed and enjoyed Alicia’s hand wrapped around his cock, and he looked like he’d forgotten anyone else was in the room. That part was difficult for Megan, and she knew she had to run from it or embrace it. Being high made her choice easier.

      “Does that feel good, babe?” she whispered in his ear, pressing into him from behind and pushing his shorts and underwear down from his waist.

      She nibbled on his neck and smiled at the way he trembled. Tom was definitely reminded that she was there. He rasped her name, and it sounded like a plea. Megan wondered if it was for permission or forgiveness. She didn’t believe he needed either, because she wouldn’t be asking him for either. She forced herself to look down at where Alicia stroked his cock. If he could watch her with Bobby—which she knew would happen—she could look at him and Alicia.

      The vision of her husband thickening for the redhead gave Megan a twisted thrill. It might wreck her, but she wanted to see more.

      “I missed this,” Alicia said with a smile. “Only getting it for one night was disappointing. You’re lucky, Meg. Tom’s an amazing lover.” She was tugging him closer by his cock.

      Something dark moved through Megan. Hearing another woman tell her what an amazing lover her husband was thirty-two flavors of wrong, and she didn’t understand why it made her proud.

      “Ali, you don’t have to…” Tom groaned, trying to crawl closer to her and get out of his shorts at the same time.

      “I am lucky, and I know it. And now you’re lucky, too,” Megan replied, pulling hard on his shorts and underwear. The words felt wrong in her mouth.

      Tom flopped on the bed when she tried to wrench his clothes past his knees. She would have laughed under any other circumstances, but nothing seemed funny at the moment. Alicia laughed as she pulled him to her for a kiss.

      His hands were all over Alicia. She thought she had much nicer tits than Alicia, but he was all over the redhead like that didn’t matter. He played with the redhead’s nipple piercings like he knew exactly what she liked. Alicia pushed her body at him, reminding Megan that her husband had ample time to learn Alicia’s body.

      Megan gutted through her queasy feeling and focused on the arousal sizzling through her.  She wiggled her dress past her hips, taking the black thong she’d worn with it. Lying behind him, she kissed his neck and shoulders, running her fingers through his hair that way that made him weak in the knees.

      A satisfied moan rumbled through Tom. Megan reached past his hip, and she found Alicia’s hand wrapped around him. She fought the urge to move that hand and reclaim what was hers. Instead, she guided Alicia, like she was showing the younger woman what her husband liked. Megan was well aware Alicia didn’t need her help.

      Alicia turned her hand and pulled on Megan’s wrist. “You’re too far away over there, Meg.”

      Megan nibbled on the back of her husband’s neck one more time and awkwardly moved over the couple to Alicia’s other side. In her head, the choreography of these situations flowed perfectly, but the reality of it was a lot of tangled limbs and a mattress with no stability.

      “I missed you,” Alicia cooed, turning away from Tom to pull Megan to her lips.

      Lost in a swirl of lips and hands and soft bodies, Megan had no idea what the boys were doing while she was occupied with Alicia. Bobby could still have been watching, or he could have come over and started touching her. Tom could have chosen to sit back and watch, too. She was only sure her husband was still there when Alicia put her hand on his cock.

      Megan realized that the redhead wanted her to know how hard he was for another woman, but Megan didn’t even care about that. Her heart was pounding, and her pussy was dripping. Someone needed to make her come—and soon.

      All of the attention turned to Alicia. The Hendersons took turns kissing her and made out with each other while transitioning. Megan never thought something like that could be so hot. She barely needed a nudge from the redhead to slide lower and begin licking and sucking her nipples.

      “You…ahhh…don’t have to be so gentle…” Alicia moaned, squeezing the words out while kissing Tom.

      Megan was still concerned about the girl’s piercing. She was jealous, but didn’t actually want to hurt her. Feeling the little loop click against her teeth gave her pause, but she’d always taken direction well. She flipped it up with her tongue while sucking and was rewarded with the redhead’s nails digging into her scalp.

      “Yesss…that… Oh fuck…just like that…Meg…” Alicia hissed.

      The encouragement only made Megan more aggressive. She’d never been able to weed out her competitive nature. She had to win everything. She experimentally tugged the piercing with her teeth. Alicia cried out a plaintive fuck! Megan tried catching the ring with the tip of her tongue to tug it while she intensely sucked.

      “Fuck…yesss…yesss…ohhh fuck…Meg…”

      Megan pushed her hand between the redhead’s thighs without thinking. Tom’s hand was already there. For a moment, they fingered Alicia together. It felt so wrong. And she felt so connected to Tom in a way she never expected. Megan left her husband to finger the redhead while she rubbed the girl’s clit.

      Oh fuck, we’re going to make Ali come together! Megan couldn’t believe it.

      Alicia shrieked and shouted. Her body went all tense, and she locked her legs around their hands before she went limp and breathless. Megan slid back up to kiss the redhead and feed off her energy—and bask in their handiwork. But Alicia wasn’t wrung out as she expected. She already wanted more.

      “Lick my pussy, baby. I want to feel your tongue down there,” Alicia breathed, her lips brushing Megan’s.

      Stoned Megan was reckless, and she teased Alicia’s lips with her tongue before going back down again—all the way down this time—enjoying their soft, heated bodies rubbing together as she went. The best part may have been Tom’s shocked expression when she looked up at him as she kissed Alicia’s thighs.

      The redhead was drenched from coming, and Megan felt like she’d been thrown into the deep end. She’d never been confident about this part the handful of times she’d done it in the past—she’d always preferred to be the receiver—but she’d always faked it. But doing this with her husband, her own body thrumming like a plucked string, she didn’t have to fake anything. She deeply kissed Alicia’s pussy, diving right in with her tongue, savoring the redhead’s tangy sweetness.

      “Fuck…yesss… Tommy…baby…did you know Meg loves pussy…”

      Tom didn’t answer. Megan didn’t risk looking up at him, not yet, because she was afraid he’d been staring at her in horror. He didn’t usually handle it well when she behaved unexpectedly in these situations. Instead, she focused on sucking Alicia’s clit.

      Focusing became impossible when someone began playing with her pussy.
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      Tom fought his instincts hard.

      Being in bed with his wife and Alicia was one of his dirtiest dreams come true, and it made him feel like anything could happen. Watching Megan suck on the redhead’s cute little tits nearly made him spontaneously come all over her. And when she went down on Alicia, he began to question if all of it was really happening, because it couldn’t be real.

      But then he saw Bobby moving on the edge of his vision and knew the man wasn’t leaving to give them all some privacy in the yurt. Bobby joined them on the bed, throwing off his shirt to show off his too-muscular chest, and every instinct told Tom to shove the man away, even though he was sure Bobby could snap him in half with very little effort.

      Bobby knelt on the bed behind Megan, his hand going between her legs, as if he owned her. The way she rolled her hips back at him, Tom wondered if he was right. The thing that burned him the most was that the ex-SEAL knew he didn’t need to ask. He had Megan figured out after one night.

      Does she think that’s me? he wondered. It was rhetorical. He knew the answer.

      Megan moaned against Alicia’s pussy. The redhead’s fingers tightened in her hair, and she moaned, “Don’t stop, baby… Please don’t stop…”

      Tom knew exactly why his wife was too distracted to properly lick Alicia. The motion of Bobby’s hand was unmistakable. How many fingers does he have in her? Tom wondered.

      “Yesss…God…ohhh…” Megan moaned, pulling her mouth from Alicia’s pussy.

      Megan looked up and locked eyes with Tom, shattering any illusion that she spread so easily because she thought it was her husband behind her. He expected to feel ice in his veins—like he had at Nox Venari—but it was more like rocket fuel. Tom felt like he was going to throw up, but he couldn’t look away. She had a helpless expression, like she wasn’t in control, which was not the wife he knew. Megan was always in control.

      “Don’t stop, baby… I’m so close…” Alicia cooed, smiling down at Megan while she directed the other woman’s mouth back to her pussy. She moaned the moment Megan made contact. “Fuck…yeah… Suck my clit… Just…like…that, baby…”

      Tom watched his wife’s eyes close, and their connection was broken, which left him adrift. He felt like he should have told her something while they had that moment, but it was gone, and Megan was back under the spell of the other couple. Watching his wife with them made Tom feel like he could just drift off and it wouldn’t matter.

      “Fuck… I’m so close, baby… Fuck her, I want to see you fucking Meg while I come… It will be so hot, baby…” Alicia cried.

      Bobby grinned like the predator Tom knew he was. He was working his hand between Megan’s legs like he had his fingers deep. She thrust back at him just as hard. “I love what a dirty girl you are, baby.”

      Tell them no! The voice rose from the back of Tom’s head, trying to impose some reason on the situation. Despite his years of fantasies about Megan, he was still sane enough to know that a husband should not just sit back and watch while another man fucks his wife. Maybe it was self-preservation after how he felt when he’d found how Bobby had left her last time. He could stop it from happening this time.

      Tom didn’t want to be reasonable, and he didn’t want to protect his wife—their marriage—from Bobby. He couldn’t think about how he’d feel afterward. He wanted to see his wife get fucked.

      Megan made a noise against Alicia’s pussy, but the redhead kept her pressed firmly in place while Bobby threw off his shorts, revealing a thick cock that made Tom’s heart sink. He pulled Megan’s ass higher and lined up behind her.

      Tom had never felt insecure in that area, even when he’d played sports in high school and college. He hadn’t been one of those guys who’d huddled by his locker while getting changed. Tom didn’t care if other men looked because he knew how he measured up. But Bobby had the kind of girth that men dreaded. The thing that pulsed between the ex-SEAL’s legs was every husband’s nightmare.

      Bobby grunted when he pushed it inside Megan. Tom watched his wife stiffen like she’d been stabbed and even muffled by Alicia’s mound, her desperate whine was loud. He didn’t think that Bobby pushed it all the way in. He couldn’t quite bring himself to look where they were joined.

      “Oh fuck! Oh God…fuck…fuck me!’ Megan cried, twisting free of Alicia’s grip.

      Tom wasn’t sure if her fuck me was an exclamation or a command.

      “Doesn’t he feel so good, Meg? I love the way he fills me. My baby fucks so good, too. He’s so strong. Show her, baby. Show Meg what that big dick can do!” Alicia said.

      With one large hand braced against Megan’s tailbone, Bobby looked down at her soft ass spread out before him, and he began fucking her slowly. The sound that came out of her was somewhere between a whimper and a plea. Alicia wound the fingers of both hands through Megan’s hair and forced the brunette’s mouth back to her pussy.

      Bobby may have started slow, but there was power behind those thrusts. Tom saw it in the way his wife’s ass rippled every time the ex-SEAL drove his cock into her. His protective side wanted to warn Bobby that he shouldn’t be too rough, while his other side—the dark side that led him to this point—wanted to see how hard she could take it.

      “Fuck…baby…I feel you fucking her… She’s moaning right into my clit… It’s gonna…make come… Fuck her harder, baby…” Alicia was getting shrill. Fire danced in her eyes as she watched her boyfriend fuck another man’s wife.

      Tom was torn in half. He wanted to block it all out, but he had to see it. He could not, however, keep passively watching the couple use his wife. He had too much pride for that.

      Alicia’s cries were abruptly cut off when Tom found his moment and pushed his cock into her open mouth. She made a garbled, muffled noise as if she might choke, but then she was fiercely sucking him. He saw it in her eyes. She was pleased that he was taking what he wanted.

      Tom tried to make eye contact with Bobby. He wanted the other man to see that he could get it, too. He wasn’t just a bystander. But the ex-SEAL was staring down at Megan’s ass as he plowed her harder and harder.

      Her muffled cries made it sound like she was being murdered or enjoying the best fuck of her life.

      Alicia grabbed Tom’s leg and forced him to shove it into her throat. The sounds that came from her were impossible. She was choking and moaning and gagging all at once. It felt incredible on his dick. He began driving faster into her throat, the only thing holding him back from matching Bobby stroke for stroke being the fear that he’d actually hurt Alicia.

      Tom pulled out when she started seriously struggling. He was sure he’d crossed some line.

      “Fuck! Fuck! Yeah!” Alicia screamed.

      “Hear that, sweetheart?” Bobby rumbled. “You’re making my baby come so hard. Come with her, sweetheart. I want to hear you two together.”

      He was fucking Megan about as hard as Tom ever had, but Bobby didn’t sound like he was making any effort at all. The realization almost deflated Tom’s cock.

      Why is he calling her sweetheart? Tom wondered. She is not his…

      Bobby gripped Megan’s hips with both hands and slammed her so hard that Tom heard their flesh slapping together. He felt the bed rocking with their motion.

      “Ohmygod! Oh fuck! Ohmygod…Bobby…fuck! Yes! Oh god…yes!” Megan cried.

      She found a strange, beautiful harmony in their joint orgasm.

      Megan was coming, trembling with her cheek resting against Alicia’s thigh, but Bobby didn’t stop fucking her. He slowed, but he didn’t stop. The man was relentless. After over fourteen years together, Tom could read his wife, and she was clearly building toward another orgasm already.

      “Bobby…please… Oh god…Bobby…”

      Hearing his wife moan for another man was the dagger to his gut that he expected, but that wasn’t the overwhelming feeling, which surprised Tom. The twisted desire to see more—to see what the ex-SEAL could do to Megan—carried him right through the discomfort.

      “Don’t forget I’m here, baby,” Alicia said with a shuddering moan, reaching for Tom’s cock. It was wet from her mouth, making it easier to stroke him.

      “I can’t forget you, sexy,” Tom replied, adding the last because Bobby called Megan sweetheart. He still couldn’t process that. He forced his eyes away from Megan to smile at the redhead.

      “Then put your dick back in my mouth, please.”

      Tom pivoted back toward Alicia, trying to ignore the impulse to twist back and look at Megan when he rubbed himself across her lips. The redhead grabbed his ass with both hands and impaled her throat on his cock. She kept her lips locked to his base, stretched wide, and stared up at him while crazy sounds came from her throat.

      He was so stunned that he hardly noticed the bed had stopped rocking with the other couple’s motion, followed by the bed shifting. It killed him to resist looking away from Alicia, but he would not disrespect her like that—not when she was working his cock with her throat.

      “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s give these two some room,” Bobby said.

      Tom had to look then. He was afraid the ex-SEAL would carry Megan back to his RV, even though it was a solid fifteen-minute walk through the humid Florida evening. He doubted she was up for that in her current condition.

      Bobby literally threw Megan over his shoulder and carried her to the futon, which he’d unfolded while everyone else was distracted. He laid her on it and stood to admire her before pouncing. Tom couldn’t believe she tolerated being tossed around like that, but his wife made it clear why the other man could do what he wanted with her.

      Megan rolled on the futon, still recovering from how hard Bobby had just made her come. She tossed her hair from her face to stare back at him and pushed up from the mattress, grabbing Bobby with both hands. Tom struggled with seeing that the ex-SEAL was a two-hander.

      “You missed it, didn’t you, sweetheart?” Bobby’s voice was a low, hungry growl.

      “Do you need to hear that for your ego?” she asked, slowly working him. He was slick from her pussy, making her hands slide easy.

      “Don’t want to give an inch, do you?”

      She gave him a husky laugh. “Would it be fun if I just lay back and took it? Don’t you want a challenge?”

      Bobby placed his hand on the back of her head. She shook it off, but kissed and licked the thick head of his weapon. He tensed and groaned, resting his hand on the back of her head again, but he must not have pushed again because she didn’t shake it off.

      Megan opened wide and took him into her mouth. Tom was dumbfounded by how wide she opened, her lips stretched tight around the other man’s thickness. He swore he heard the wet sounds of her sucking from across the room.

      “Yeah…you fucking missed it…” Bobby moaned.

      Tom was engrossed by the sight of his wife sucking another man’s cock—and it was a huge one. He’d seen it at Nox Venari years ago—he’d seen her taking it at both ends—but there was so much going on in that crowded room that he didn’t feel the impact of the single act of Megan with a mouthful of cock that he felt in that yurt.

      “Fuck!” Tom yelped.

      It wasn’t a reaction to his cock-hungry wife. Alicia had gouged his thigh with her fingernails. She’d been choking on him the entire time he’d been absorbed with Megan. She was drooling on him. Tom knew he was an asshole. The redhead’s oral feat deserved his full admiration.

      “Jesus, how are you breathing?” Tom groaned. “That’s…you’re…amazing.”

      Alicia pulled off his cock with a sloppy slurp. She didn’t seem self-conscious at all about how she looked. “Then how about you start treating me like it? I’m going to go have fun with them if you keep looking that way.” She was still out of breath and had to pause. “Bobby and I will show you what sweet Meg is really capable of.”

      The threat sent a chill down his spine, and Tom was tempted to let her do it. He just had a taste of the other couple taking control of Megan, and he wanted more. But he also wasn’t a cuck who was going to sit in the corner with his dick in his hand while everyone else in the yurt had their fun.

      Tom didn’t have a witty reply, so he just grabbed Alicia and flipped her. He wasn’t as big as the ex-SEAL, but he was trying to channel his inner Bobby. The man would wreck Megan tonight, and Tom was determined to do the same to Alicia.

      Pulling her narrow hips up toward him—handling the redhead’s body was so different than being with his wife—Tom sank his cock into her. She gave a long, low moan into the mattress. The line of her slender back was a perfect curve toward him. He really loved the elegance of Alicia’s tight body. His problem was that he couldn’t stop being distracted by his wife fucking another man in the same room.

      Megan didn’t have that problem. She was all about Bobby.

      Tom held Alicia’s waist and pounded his cock into her as hard as he could. He was overloaded and had lost the ability to modulate his behavior. All he could think about was watching his wife used like a slut, fucking and coming and doing it all again. He’d positioned Alicia so he could watch the other couple while he drilled her.

      “Ohhh…fuck…yeah…yeah…baby…make this pussy yours…” Alicia cried, twisting her face away from the mattress.

      This pussy is mine, Tom thought, knowing that Bobby had already claimed Megan’s mouth.

      “That’s a good girl… Come on, sweetheart… Fuck, your mouth is sweet… Gonna take it all, aren’t you?” Bobby cooed, stroking Megan’s hair and flexing his hips to ensure that she took more.

      But he wasn’t forcing her. He didn’t have to.

      Megan was positioned at an odd angle, leaning forward with her head tilted back. Tom realized it was so the ex-SEAL could stuff that thick piece of meat down her throat. Her nostrils flared, and her eyes were wide. Bobby pushed wild, desperate noises from her throat, but she wasn’t trying to stop him.  She fondled his balls like all she wanted to do was drain them into her mouth.

      Tom didn’t know what to think about that version of his wife. He fucked Alicia harder.

      “I know…fuck, baby…I know you put us like this to watch her… It’s okay… Yeah, harder…fuck me… I love watching Bobby take control, too… Just don’t…stop…fucking…me…”

      “He’s not…” Tom weakly gasped. Sweat ran down his forehead. Bobby would pound her like this without even breathing hard, he thought.

      “Ohhh, baby… It’s okay… Let Meg have her fun… She’ll come back…to you…when Bobby’s done… Oh fuck, baby… You’re gonna make me… I’m gonna…”

      Tom fisted Alicia’s wild red hair and yanked her head back. She was tapping into his dominant side, just as she had last time. He’d been afraid of it before, but now it felt like a gift that came when he needed it the most.

      He’s going to hear how hard I make you come, he thought. They’ll hear it…

      “Goddamn it, sweetheart… So fucking good…” Bobby moaned.

      “Meg’s gonna…she’s gonna drain him, baby… Wanna see Bobby paint her face?” Alicia panted.

      Oh God, yes! Tom shouted in his head. He’d never admit it out loud.

      Bobby pulled Megan’s mouth off his cock, strings of drool trailing back to his tip from her lips. Her hair pulled, and Tom was sure she was trying to get back to his cock. It felt like a slap.

      “Don’t worry, sweetheart, you’ll get it,” Bobby told her, rubbing his thumb over her wet, swollen lips. Megan licked his thumb and sucked it as passionately as she’d sucked his cock. “But I need to fuck you again. Right now. That mouth of yours has me fucking crazy. But you know what you do to me, don’t you?”

      Megan let his thumb go, giving the end one final lick. She smiled up at him. “Maybe,” she teased.

      How is he talking to her like this after one night together? What happened that night? Tom marveled.

      “Show me how you want it, sweetheart,” Bobby said.

      “Such a gentleman,” Megan laughed. “Maybe you should be the one to show me how much you want it.”

      Bobby laughed with her. “Sure you want that?”

      “Try me.”

      If Tom had been thinking instead of running on pure instinct, he would have pulled out of Alicia when Bobby shoved his wife back on the bed, but he kept hammering his hips at the redhead. He would have wanted to protect Megan when Bobby dragged her back to the edge of the bed by her legs. But Alicia was milking his cock in a way no other woman ever had. If Tom had been thinking clearly, he never would have sat back while Bobby put Megan’s ankles on his shoulders and sank that thick shaft deep inside her.

      “Ohhhh yesss… Fuck… Bobby… Ohhh fuck…”

      Watching his wife unravel while the ex-SEAL stretched her open, Tom let go and filled Alicia. He came so hard it was jarring, making his hips jerk like he was actually trying to fuck his cum deeper into the redhead.

      “Yeahyeahyeahyeahyeah… Yeah, baby… Fill me…ohmygod…fucking fill me!” Alicia screamed, her sheath working every drop out of Tom.

      Tom wanted to shut the redhead up because that finally got his wife’s attention. When Alicia screamed fill me, Megan looked over, like she had to see for herself that he was coming inside another woman.

      And Tom swore he saw something snap in his wife.
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      Megan didn’t know if she’d ever get used to Bobby sinking his thick cock inside her. She’d never been wetter, but she still felt his stretching—opening—her like it was the first time.

      She always felt a spark when Tom slipped inside her. He didn’t open her the way Bobby did, but he fit perfectly, and having her husband inside her felt like coming home. It felt right.

      And what Bobby did to her, the dark desires he exposed in her, felt wrong in all the best ways. When he yanked her back to the edge of the bed, her core tightened in anticipation. Bobby was a man who’d just take her. Somehow, he made her want everything she shouldn’t. If Tom was her safe place, the ex-SEAL was a four-alarm fire, and she was drawn to the heat.

      “Ohhhh yesss… Fuck… Bobby… Ohhh fuck…”

      Megan loved feeling Bobby pulsing inside her, but she hated that Tom heard the sounds that Bobby’s cock pushed out of her. She didn’t care what Tom said he wanted. No man could ever want to hear that.

      “Yeahyeahyeahyeahyeah… Yeah, baby… Fill me…ohmygod…fucking fill me!”

      Hearing Alicia scream it sapped the guilt right out of Megan. She broke her focus on Bobby to see her husband shaking like he was being electrocuted while his cock was shanked deep inside the redhead. Tom looked back at her, and she saw the guilt wash over him. But more than that, she saw fear. He understood what finishing inside Alicia could mean.

      Megan was unleashed.

      She’d felt so guilty for letting Bobby fill her with cum—more than once—last time. They hadn’t discussed condoms beforehand, but she knew it was wrong. And she understood that her husband wasn’t thrilled that it had happened.

      But here they were, with Bobby and Alicia once again, and Tom hadn’t so much as tried to pull out. He certainly hadn’t brought up condoms—not even when Bobby took her from behind without asking. And filling Alicia, who was more than a decade younger than Megan, was a risky proposition.

      Megan focused back on Bobby, but she could feel Tom’s gaze burning into her. She clenched around him—which was a feat because he was so thick—and told him, “Fuck me, Bobby… Don’t hold back… Make me scream like Ali…”

      “There’s the dirty girl I remember,” Bobby said, grinning. He grunted and shoved it into her harder. “Couldn’t fucking get enough…”

      Her eyes rolled back when he slammed into her, somehow feeling like he’d gone deeper. He found another gear when what he’d been doing was as hard as any other man could go.

      Bobby shifted his grip from her hips to her ass. Her legs fell to drape over his forearms. He tilted her hips up at him and used the angle to begin hammering his cock down into her.

      “Ohhh god…yesss… Ohhh…fuck…me… Bobby… yesss… yesss…”

      The futon was good quality, but it felt like it would rattle apart beneath them. Her legs bounced wildly over his forearms, and her tits wobbled with every thrust. She closed her eyes and took it with her mouth wide open, embracing the freedom that Tom had given her.

      “Yesss…yesss… Oh fuck yesss… Bobby…”

      “This what you wanted?” Bobby grunted, finally showing signs of exertion.

      “Yesss… Yesss… God yesss…”

      “Come so fucking easy, don’t you…”

      “Yesss…fuck…make me come…”

      Almost as if she’d summoned it herself, Megan came so hard that she couldn’t breathe. Bobby was grunting something filthy to her, but she barely heard it over her own shouts. Her head lolled to the side, and when her eyes flickered open, Tom was staring at her, slack-jawed, Alicia snuggled up beside him and whispering something while she stroked his dick. Megan hated that.

      What passed between them felt so wrong. Despite her defiance, Megan was ashamed that her husband saw her behave like that for another man. She thought maybe something had broken between them.

      And the worst part was that Bobby was still fucking her just as hard, driving desperate sounds out of her. She was still throbbing from coming, but he had her close to another orgasm already. She was afraid of what seeing her like this might do to her marriage, but she still didn’t want Bobby to stop.

      But Tom didn’t flinch or look away. Alicia was all over him, kissing his neck while she whispered to him, somehow magically making him hard again, but he only had eyes for Megan. The beautiful redhead was all over him, but in a moment of clarity, Megan realized that Tom was getting hard for her. It was the deepest window she’d ever had into the dark desires he couldn’t speak of.

      Bobby stopped supporting her ass, moving with her body so he didn’t slip out of her. He bent her legs back against her chest. Megan felt like he was going to snap her in half. She let out a sharp gasp as her hamstrings pulled painfully tight. When he started moving again, it was with slow, deep strokes. He was playing her body like a maestro.

      “Look at me when I’m fucking you, sweetheart,” Bobby ordered, his large hand on her cheek turning Megan’s head. “Not him. You’re mine right now. Understand?”

      Did Tom hear that? Oh god… she thought.

      “I…I need… Bobby… I can’t…”

      “What do you need, sweetheart?” he asked, fully embedded and grinding her clit.

      Megan needed a minute to think—to breathe. He was doing whatever he wanted with her because he was strong enough to do it, and she loved that. That strength and power were what made it so difficult for her to tell Bobby no.

      Claim me, she thought. She prayed that did not slip out while her husband was in the room.

      “Tell me what you need,” he insisted, grinding harder, making the throbbing in her clit explode through her body.

      She gripped his thick forearms and wished she could move and push back at him. “I need…you to stop messing around…and fuck me…” She was barely able to force the words out, trying to keep it to a soft whimper in hopes her husband wouldn’t hear.

      “Yeah? You…want…me…to…fuck…you?” Bobby punctuated each word with a deep, powerful thrust.

      “Ohhh fuck… Yesss… Bobby… Don’t you fucking stop…”

      Megan came again, the climax so sudden and intense that she shrieked in both pleasure and surprise. Her entire body was on fire. She hated the way it made him smirk, but she had to admit that he earned it.

      Bobby kept thrusting deep, but he increased his rhythm. He was like a jackhammer, making the futon squeak even louder. It wasn’t built for this kind of action. His relentless pace would have broken anyone else. Most women don’t want to be pounded like in porn, but Megan welcomed it. The rougher he got, the better it was. She swore her orgasm didn’t end. Bobby’s thick cock just kept pushing and pushing it.

      Megan tried to look at Tom and Alicia, and got a quick glimpse of the redhead climbing on top of her husband before Bobby made her look up at him again.

      “Who’s…fucking…you…” he grunted.

      “You…you are…” she gasped the words.

      “Say it…again…sweetheart…”

      “You are…you’re fucking me…”

      “You’re mine now…”

      Another tiny explosion went off in her. She thought no, but she whined, “Yesss…while you’re fucking me…I’m…yours…”

      “Tell me…”

      Claim me! She fought the words back. Instead, she moaned, “I’m yours…don’t stop…fucking me…”

      “Say please…”

      Megan managed a harsh laugh. “Fuck me… Earn it…”

      “Goddamn…love your energy…”

      “Ohhhh fuck…” she cried, coming again.
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      Tom was woken by whispers and hushed moans. His eyes had to adjust to the shadowy interior of the yurt when he blinked them open, and his first reaction was disorientation. Nothing about the yurt seemed familiar, especially not the women in bed with him. His head pounded from too much drinking, which made it harder to think.

      The yurt was air-conditioned against the Florida heat and humidity, but it was not airtight, and the seams let in enough light for him to pick out details in the dim glow.

      Everything came back to him in pieces. First, the woman. She was too slender to be his wife, and the light hair spilled across his chest was certainly not Megan’s. The woman shifted in her sleep, rubbing herself against him, and her soft moan dropped that piece into place.

      Alicia.

      Tom remembered the lithe girl riding him, pushing him to get rougher, telling him what a dirty girl she was. He didn’t fight it like the first time they’d been together because he saw the way Bobby was unraveling his wife, heard the way she wantonly moaned for more. The heat of his jealousy made him tug Alicia’s nipple rings until she was screaming and coming. She went limp, and he threw her onto her back to keep fucking her, trying to keep pace with Megan and Bobby.

      Megan.

      Recalling everything he witnessed her do with the muscular, aggressive ex-SEAL sent a chill down Tom’s spine and made him shudder. Common sense had told him to stop the evening before it got out of hand, but his dirty side wanted to see what Bobby could do to Megan, and that side won out.

      And Christ, did he see what that man could do to his wife.

      Megan made sounds he’d never heard from her before. Screams and moans and a low whine that made Tom fear that Bobby had broken her. But she wanted every rough, nasty thing that man did to her. That was obvious from how she came for him over and over again.

      It was an ego blow because Tom knew he simply wasn’t capable of treating his wife that way. Not only because Bobby was larger and stronger—Tom could go to the gym more—but because it wasn’t in his nature. He only turned it on with Alicia because watching the other couple pulled it out of him. And in the immediate aftermath, he checked that she was okay so many times that she told him to shut up and kissed him.

      Sleeping with their sex partners was not part of the plan. There had been no concrete plan, but Tom knew that wasn’t part of it. He believed last time would have gone more smoothly if they’d come back to each other that night. The other couple should have gone home and left him alone with Megan so they could reconnect.

      Tom didn’t even remember falling asleep, but there he was in bed with Alicia, and Megan was across the yurt with Bobby, and they were…

      The motion was unmistakable. She was on top of Bobby, slowly rolling her hips, leaning low enough to kiss him while she worked his cock. The futon rhythmically squeaked. Tom was surprised the thing was still in one piece. Now that his eyes had adjusted to the dim light, he could see that his wife was making out with the ex-SEAL, even though her hair obscured his view.

      Megan let out a long, luxurious moan, and Tom heard murmuring. He strained to hear.

      “Just can’t get enough, can you?” Bobby whispered, voice strained like he was trying to contain himself while she worked him.

      “No…” she moaned in response, voice needy and shuddery. “I can’t…”

      Bobby chuckled, and Tom heard more kissing.

      “You need that fucking cock.”

      “I do… fuck me, I do…”

      “Had to wake me up for it…”

      “I felt it…and I wanted it… Not complaining…are you… Ohhh…”

      “Mouth like yours sucking me awake? Never, sweetheart. Fuck…your pussy feels so good. Fucking milking me like you want every drop…”

      “Ohhh…Bobby… Keep it down…”

      “Don’t want your…uhnn…hubby knowing you’re desperate for my cock…”

      “Bobby…please…”

      Tom hated to admit it, but he agreed with Bobby. Megan sounded desperate. He was painfully hard.

      “Please, what, sweetheart? Please give it to me one more time?  Fuuuck… Please put another load in me? Damn it, sweetheart, that got you to squeeze me tight. Shit, three loads wasn’t enough?”

      Tom couldn’t breathe. Bobby was just laying it all out there. He was hearing a moment he’d never otherwise be privy to—honesty Megan would never give him.

      “Don’t…be an asshole…and ruin this… Ohhh god…that’s…” She let out another shuddering moan that made it sound like she was struggling for control. “It’s not about that… Should have made you pull out…”

      “But you didn’t… You won’t this time…”

      Tom knew what Bobby was implying, and the man was so wrong. Maybe she liked feeling the ex-SEAL finish inside her for some other reason—like it was some kind of claiming—but she was not trying to get knocked up by a drifter she barely knew. It wasn’t even possible.

      “Don’t be so… Oh fuck… what are you… Bobby, no…not there…” Megan whined and sounded like she was struggling to breathe, then, “Ohhh fuck…fuck…why…there… It’s too…”

      “Not too tight, sweetheart… I’ll be gentle…open you up…”

      “But I don’t… Not back there… Fuck…”

      It sounded like Megan was whimpering through gritted teeth. Tom heard her grunt—actually grunt—and then slow, deep moans. He knew they were moans of surrender. She was letting Bobby do whatever he wanted to her, and Tom saw from the man’s big hands on Megan’s ass that he must be fingering her asshole.

      Anal was the one thing Megan swore she wasn’t interested in. She’d said she’d do it if Tom really wanted it, but he was not the type to push something she didn’t want.

      And now Bobby was just taking it.

      “Fuck…you really love it… Milking my dick so hard now… Can’t hold out like this, sweetheart…”

      “Shut up… I’m close… Take it easy…please…Bobby…”

      “I’ll do what I want…you’re mine…say it…”

      “Fuck…ohhh god… Yours…I’m yours… Just…please…ohhh god…”

      Tom heard their rhythm increase. Hearing Megan tell Bobby that she was his was worse than a punch to the face. It had him reeling. But he’d know it was true. He’d seen the way the ex-SEAL left his wife after their first time together. Something new and wild was in her eyes. This was just confirmation.

      But even with all of that, being across the room was sweet torture. Tom wanted to get close. He wanted to see and feel what Bobby was doing to his wife. He felt like it was his reward for letting this happen.

      Bobby laughed, but it was strained by his need to come. “You’re gonna wake Tom, sweetheart…”

      “I…I…”

      “It’s okay, I don’t want you to control it…”

      “Ride me right…fuck me good… Show me you want it, Meg…”

      Tom couldn’t tell if she pushed off Bobby’s chest and sat up, or if the man pushed her, but Megan sat up, astride the ex-SEAL’s thick cock, and she rolled her hips hard, jamming it deep over and over. Tom had a perfect profile view to see her tits swaying and bouncing. He hoped Bobby appreciated how perfect her big tits were.

      Her hands were braced on Bobby’s chest, and she bounced her hips hard. Tom knew she was chasing another orgasm. The ex-SEAL still had a hand on her ass—and a finger in it—and he started rubbing her clit.

      “Fuck! Oh yesss! Fuck! Bobby!” Megan’s plaintive cries were no longer hushed. She wasn’t hiding anything now.

      “Love it in the ass… Gonna make you come hard…” Bobby taunted.

      “Yesss… Fuck, yes!”

      “Tell me…”

      Bobby barely had the words out when Megan cried, “Fuck my ass… Oh goddamn it… Fuck my ass! Ruin me! Fuck!”

      Megan came so hard that watching it almost made Tom come without even touching his cock. It was a wonder to behold. He almost didn’t care that his stomach was full of acid because he wasn’t the one doing these things to his wife—and he never had.

      “Fuck!” Megan cried again.

      Bobby made a strangled sound like he was fighting it, and then he exhaled like he was breathing out his soul, and Tom was sure the man was filling Megan with cum once again. It still burned him that she let it happen, but he was so hot that she was that out of control. He wondered if he’d ever feel entirely one way or the other about this. He felt sick, but his balls ached.

      Megan twitched on top of Bobby for a moment, then she folded to his chest, and they were making out again. Tom loved it, but he felt like he was going to throw up.

      “Baby, come here… Come to me… I want you, baby…”

      It was Alicia. Of course, she didn’t sleep through Megan’s shouting orgasm. Neither did the surrounding campsites, Tom was sure. The redhead was tugging, pulling him on top of her. He nestled between her open thighs, and Alicia took hold of him and fit him against her. Instinct took over, and he slid inside her. She was already soaked.

      “Yeah, baby… I feel you so deep…” Alicia cried, arching her back to lift at him.

      Tom knew she was doing it for Megan’s benefit, and he liked her all the more for it. Underneath the wild slut act—and the little bit of crazy he suspected was real—Alicia really was a sweet girl. He wanted to believe that she could have been something different—someone different—if Bobby hadn’t gotten his hooks into her. That made him afraid that Megan was falling under the ex-SEAL’s spell.

      Alicia wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled Tom as deep as she could. Her nails dug into his back, and she kissed him long and slow while their bodies moved together. They rapidly built to a steady rhythm, but it wasn’t frantic.

      “I love how we feel together, baby…” she moaned. “I’m so lucky I found you… Forget about them… I’ll take care of you, baby…”

      Tom let himself be swept up in the redhead’s emotion. He needed an anchor, and she was there for him, and that was all that mattered. The intimacy they shared felt wrong. It was something he was only supposed to share with his wife, but hadn’t Megan given Bobby everything? She told Bobby she was his!

      “You’re beautiful…perfect…Ali… I’m the lucky one…”

      He knew Megan would hear the emotion in his voice and worried what she might think—that was, if she wasn’t still centered on Bobby.

      “Ahhh…baby…”

      “Ali…I’m close…can’t…”

      “Do it, baby… I wanna feel it… Please…do it, Tommy…”

      Tom unclenched and flooded her. His cum took every ounce of energy and resentment he had inside him, leaving him feeling like a husk.

      “Yeah…I feel it…so good…that’s it…” Alicia clutched him tightly, her tight sheath working him, getting every drop.

      Tom settled into Alicia, and she didn’t seem to mind taking his weight. Sated, he understood he’d just done what he was so angry at his wife for—again. What he’d done was so much more dangerous.

      Megan couldn’t conceive. But Alicia…
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      She felt the futon shift and blinked awake.

      Late morning light bled through the canvas seams. The air conditioning hummed. Everything ached—her thighs, her back, her jaw. Her pussy. Megan hadn’t been that sore since her competition days. Her brain ached just as much, but she tried to avoid going into all of that. There wasn’t enough coffee in the world to confront everything that happened last night.

      Oh god, we did…everything, she thought.

      Across the yurt, Tom was still asleep in the bed, Alicia’s red hair fanned across his chest. He slept with his mouth open, softly snoring, which she’d been teasing him about for a decade. The sight of it did something to her chest that triggered a fresh wave of guilt. She’d woken up the same way with Bobby.

      She looked away.

      Bobby was at the small table by the entrance, taking a bottle of water from the minifridge.

      He was gloriously naked. His ass looked like it had been forged. The guilt didn’t stop her body from responding to him.

      He strutted around the yurt like he owned it— unhurried and unbothered. He tipped the bottle back and drained it, rolling his neck until it cracked loud enough that she heard it from the futon. Bobby stretched his arms over his head with a rumbling growl and held it, his whole tattooed back expanding with a deep breath.

      Megan couldn’t tear her eyes away. The part of her that wished she could didn’t stand a chance.

      “Morning,” he said, turning like he knew she was awake. She hadn’t made a sound, but he just knew. The way he was always aware of his surroundings was spooky. He’d told Megan it was his pointman’s sense. His eyes were drawn right to her exposed breasts. The sheet had slipped to her waist when she sat up, and she hadn’t thought to pull it down.

      Bobby casually walked back toward the futon, and she had to will her eyes above his waist. She chose to focus on his tattoos, rather than how hard his body was. Tattoos were so not her thing, but that didn’t matter with him. He paused beside the futon, his thick cock pulsing as it hung in her face. He was still staring at her body.

      Seeing the effect her body had on him, right there in the morning light, sent a surge through Megan she couldn’t ignore.

      “Sleep okay?” he asked, acting like his cock wasn’t in her face.

      “Fine,” she said. “The futon isn’t as comfortable as the bed, but I’ll live.”

      “Hope you think a little stiffness was worth it.” There was that smirk.

      Her eyes flicked to his cock, thickening, and back up again. “I can handle a little stiffness.”

      “Like a pro,” he replied.

      Bobby brushed her hair back from her face, tucking it behind her ear. It was a gentle thing, and she wasn’t prepared for that from him. It felt wrong, but she rubbed her cheek against his hand anyway. His fingers stayed at her jaw. His thumb traced a slow line along her cheekbone.

      She sighed his name, unsure if it was a warning or an invitation. Her husband slept about eight feet away. It couldn’t be an invitation—not until she reconnected with Tom.

      “Sweetheart.” His tone softened. The tightness that caused in her chest was all wrong. This was not her husband.

      His touch strayed across her bare shoulder, then lower. She caught his wrist when he brushed the soft swell of her breast. He looked at her hand on his wrist, then locked eyes with her and waited. Few men had the confidence to wait for a situation to unfold. It was another skill he’d picked up as a SEAL.

      Megan had meant to pull his hand away, but his cock was growing in front of her face, and he was still caressing, fingers just short of her nipple, which was achingly hard. This weakness—especially for a man—was so not like her, but she released his wrist.

      Bobby was not just any man.

      Her resistance slowly melted away. It always did for him, and she hated him for it almost as much as she loved how it felt. He massaged her breast, and his gentleness still disoriented her. Her nipple caught between his thumb and forefinger. Megan gasped. More pressure, and she whimpered. It was a test. A little more pressure, right on the edge of pain.

      “Bobby…” she whimpered.

      “Should I stop?” His voice was soft, as if he might actually do it, but the smirk was there because he knew the answer.

      Megan looked past him to her husband sleeping eight feet away, tangled up with Bobby’s girlfriend. She knew the right answer. She shook her head instead, but whimpered, “We shouldn’t.”

      “Think Tom will be surprised if he wakes up and finds us like this, sweetheart?”

      The question stung like he wanted it to, and she almost pushed him away. But then his touch was soft again. Her whole body throbbed, not just her nipple, yearning for the firm hand again.

      “You are so fucking perfect. You know that?” he asked, the awe in his voice surprising.

      “Don’t,” she weakly warned.

      “Don’t what?”

      “Don’t talk like that… Don’t make me…feel things… We both know what this is, Bobby.”

      Something moved across his face so subtly that she barely caught it. It wasn’t love, but it was more complicated than lust. Bobby kept saying, you’re mine. Did he really mean it?

      “We’re with other people, Bobby,” she defensively continued. I’m married, and I love Tom. This isn’t about that. It’s different—separate. And you have Alicia. I know you love her.”

      “She’s my world. But this isn’t about Ali—or him. We do something to each other, Meg. Don’t deny that.”

      The way he was touching her breast and teasing her nipple made it hard to think. The dull soreness she felt below was a reminder of how he’d stretched her last night, and her traitorous body wanted to feel that again.

      “Whatever we do…whatever that means…”

      Megan was about to tell him that it didn’t matter. In another day or so, they’d be on their way, parted again, and she didn’t believe Bobby and Alicia could magically turn up again. She didn’t say any of that because her mind was clouded and her pussy was needy.

      Instead, she leaned forward and stretched her lips around his thick cock. Her hands braced on his hips while she worked him with her mouth. It had been growing and pulsing right in her face, and she resisted it as long as she could. She was still worried about Tom being right there and waking up to Bobby deep in her throat, but she was weak again. She was always weak for Bobby.

      “Morning, Tom,” Bobby said, without taking his eyes off Megan. She hadn’t heard a sound from the bed. Pointman’s sense.

      She paused with him half in her mouth. He flexed his hips, pushing it deeper, and her cheeks hollowed when she began sucking even harder.

      “Yeah, good morning,” Tom replied, sounding wide awake. He never just popped out of bed.

      Megan tried to look past Bobby at her husband, but the cock in her mouth made that difficult. She gripped his base and worked it with a slight twisting motion. Licking up and down his shaft, she was able to peek around her lover at her husband. She knew it looked worse—like she was worshipping Bobby’s cock—but she had to see Tom.

      The world would have called his expression stoic—maybe blank. But she knew Tom like no one else, and the heat in his eyes was as unmistakable as it was confusing. She hadn’t known that someone could look so angry and so horny at the same time until last night.

      “Hope you don’t mind, but goddamn, Meg knows how to start the morning right, doesn’t she?” Bobby said, smirking down at her, his back still to her husband.

      “She doesn’t need my permission to do anything,” Tom replied, voice flat, controlled. She hated hearing her own words echoed that way.

      “Have to love women’s lib,” Bobby said, guiding his cock back into her mouth before she could speak.

      Megan had a lot of comebacks to his sarcastic snipe, but she sucked him even harder than before. There’s more than one way to use my mouth to show I can be in control, she thought.

      “Am I the last one awake?” Alicia asked, sounding sleepy. After a pause, she followed up with a clipped, “Oh.”

      Megan could only guess that the redhead saw what she was doing. She hadn’t been thinking when she started. The plan—if it could be called that—was to suck Bobby until he was hard enough to fuck her, and get what she wanted before Tom and Alicia were up and about. She realized the sex would likely wake them, but figured it would be over before they were really with it. Now she just wanted Bobby to come so she could finish.

      But now everyone was up, and she was eagerly sucking Bobby’s cock, and she didn’t know what happened next.

      Movement caught her eye—Tom getting out of bed. He wore boxers and padded across the yurt to grab water from the minifridge. His nonchalance was worse than if he’d thrown a fit. Does he think this is just a thing now? she wondered.

      Alicia appeared beside them, nude like Bobby. After a slow, luxurious stretch, she deeply kissed Bobby. Megan felt him jump in her mouth. Sucking his cock while he kissed his girlfriend was so different than being in bed with Tom and Alicia while Bobby watched. She felt like she was performing a service. For the first time, she felt…cheap.

      “Did you have fun last night, baby?” the redhead asked.

      “Meg’s fucking incredible. Couldn’t get enough.” He sounded entirely too pleased with himself.

      “You or her?” Alicia asked.

      Bobby smiled down at Megan while he massaged the redhead’s tits. “Both of us. Sounded like you had a good time, baby.” Megan didn’t like how he sounded surprised.

      “Tommy makes me feel so good, baby. I wish we could stay in bed all day.”

      “Maybe we can.”

      “Are you going to come for me?” Megan asked, pulling off Bobby with a slurp. She kept pumping him with one hand, and massaged his shaved balls with the other.

      “So eager for your next load,” he said, kissing Alicia again.

      “Stop it,” she corrected, slapping his chest. “He can be a slow starter in the morning, Meg.” Alicia knelt beside him while Megan sat on the bed. She held Bobby where the other woman’s hand didn’t cover him. “Besides, you guys were like Energizer bunnies. He might not have anything left.” She laughed, and it was sweet, not mean.

      Bobby chuckled. “Oh, I’m not done. I was planning on putting this where Meg really wants it.”

      Megan hated that he was asserting his dominance in front of Tom—and hated even more that she wanted what he promised, even still.

      Will one more fuck really make anything worse? she asked herself. Tom can have Ali again. Megan hadn’t forgotten that her husband went way longer with Alicia than he had with her in years.

      Alicia stuck her tongue out at her boyfriend. “Stop it. Maybe Meg has things she needs to do today. She’s a big-time influencer, remember?” She turned and gave Megan a slow kiss that was so hot that it stopped the dark-haired woman in her tracks. “Let me help you with this. Teamwork makes the dream work, right?”

      The situation turned on a dime, and Megan needed a moment to catch up. Alicia leaned in to suck Bobby while Megan kept working his base with her hand. She took him so deep her cheeks bulged with his girth. Megan wondered if she looked like that when she sucked him. God, did Tom see me like that? Alicia was loud and messy, making a show of slurping up and down on him. It was hot watching her work from so close up. She didn’t think she’d feel that way if it were Tom’s dick.

      “Here, baby. You’re turn,” Alicia said, passing the baton to Megan with a kiss.

      Megan opened wide and took him deep. The strange situation didn’t temper her competitive instincts. Alicia kissed and licked his base while Megan tested her gag reflex and found a way to relax it. The redhead moved lower to suck his balls, moaning like she savored them.

      The women went back and forth like that for a few minutes, devouring Bobby’s cock while he murmured dirtier and dirtier things to them, encouraging their competition. When he got close, he turned to taunting them, asking who wanted it more. Megan was a little ashamed that she made herself gag on him then, but she was going to win.

      Ultimately, neither of them got the prize. Bobby was pressed to both their lips when he grunted and released. The first shot hit them there and splattered across Megan’s cheek. The next one got them both in the face while they wrestled over who would take it. Megan popped him in her mouth and sucked eagerly while he flooded her mouth. Alicia pumped his shaft to make sure Megan got every drop. When she was done, Megan pulled Alicia into a wild kiss.

      “Fuck…you two are a pair. That’s so damn hot,” he gasped.

      The blowjob out of the way, Alicia seemed to recognize the tension in the room, and suggested to Bobby that they go back to the RV and clean up. Megan threw one of Tom’s t-shirts on when they finished, but it just about covered her ass, and the ex-SEAL still eyed her body greedily. He wanted to stay, but his girlfriend complained that they didn’t bring a change of clothes. They finally departed, with Bobby’s promise that he’d see them soon.

      Tom hung back, watching, leaning back against the small desk with his arms crossed. He’d put on a t-shirt, too. The hum of the overworked air conditioner was oppressive in the silence.

      Megan watched him, giving him space to speak. This wasn’t like last time, and she wasn’t defiant out of the gate. Logically, she believed she’d done nothing wrong—not really—but she understood that her husband seeing it changed the game. She’d purposely avoided watching him with Alicia too much—it wasn’t just that Bobby dominated her attention—but she knew Tom couldn’t help himself.

      “Alone at last,” she finally said, with a nervous laugh.

      He smiled, but it looked forced. “I thought those two would never leave.”

      “Ali said she wanted to spend all day in bed with you. I’m sure it was tempting.” She hoped it sounded like a compliment and not an accusation.

      He ran his hand through his hair and sighed.

      “Well, she didn’t wake me up with a blowjob.”

      “I didn’t wake him up,” she snapped.

      “I know.” That smile again, but softer.

      “Are we okay?”

      Tom pushed off the desk and crossed to Megan, holding her by the hips. She wrapped her arms around him, clinging.

      “I think we’ll be okay.”

      “Tom, honey, I know you saw things last night…”

      He kissed the top of her head. “Yeah, I saw things. I did things, too. But seeing it, I think I get it now. You have a weakness for him. I don’t think we have any control over that sort of thing.”

      “I don’t love him,” she rushed the words out. “It’s not like us.”

      “I know.” His arms closed around her and he squeezed. “It’s…something to handle. I don’t think you’d leave me for him…”

      “Never,” she interrupted.

      “But I know if we see them again, you’ll want to fuck him. I think you want to fuck him now.”

      “Tom…”

      “Meg…don’t. Just let me wrap my head around it. I swear it’ll be okay.”

      “Don’t you want Alicia again?”

      “Sure. She’s incredible, but it’s not the same. It’s not like with you and Bobby.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Are you? Do you think you should be?”

      He knew her so well, which was why she loved him so much. “I’m sorry if it was too much. I didn’t do anything to hurt you. I wouldn’t…”

      “Meg, I know. It’s okay. I know who you are—maybe better than ever before.”

      She pulled back enough to look at him. God, please don’t let him think I’m some needy slut. It’s not like that. He’s enough…

      Megan tried to kiss him. Her heart sank when he turned away.

      “It’s not like that, Meg,” he said, laughing, reading her. “You just still smell like his cum. Sorry, that’s not my thing.”

      She laughed, too. Finally, she felt like she could breathe.

      “I guess I should get a shower then.”

      “Yeah, we probably both should. And then I need to grab another hard drive from the van.”

      Megan’s tension drained. They were going to be okay.
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      Tom needed the hard drive, but it was mainly an excuse to take a walk and clear his head. There was so much bouncing around his head after last night—and this morning—and he couldn’t do it with Megan hovering around, making sure they were okay. The last time they did this, she was haughty—offended even—that he didn’t just accept whatever she chose to do with Bobby.

      She seemed to get that this time was different. He found her in their van last time and only saw the aftermath of what Bobby had done to her. This time he saw how she got that way.

      And it was…

      Tom still didn’t have the words. He wasn’t sure that he ever would. So he took the twenty-minute walk back to where their van was parked in search of a portable hard drive.

      They’d slept in, and the state park was abuzz with activity around him. He had to keep stepping aside for kids whizzing past on their bikes. At least, the people in their golf carts had the courtesy to honk their horns before they tried to run him down. It wasn’t even noon yet, but the Florida humidity, an oppressive wet blanket, was already weighing him down. He didn’t know how anyone spent time there away from the beach. It was unbearable.

      His mind worked backward on the walk, starting with waking to Megan’s lips stretched around Bobby. At first, he’d thought he was still asleep, his mind rejecting the idea that the first thing his wife wanted was the ex-SEAL’s cock in her mouth.

      Once he understood it was happening, he got that wasn’t what she really wanted. It was an appetizer. Megan wanted Bobby to fuck her again.

      Accepting that his wife had such a hunger for another man was a tall order. Tom told himself all the right things—this was just about sex, she loved him and not Bobby, it was a phase, their marriage was rock solid.

      But seeing that look in his wife’s eyes while she worshipped Bobby’s big cock made all of that seem like comforting lies—especially since it was just the exclamation point on a night when Bobby used Megan like his personal fuck toy.

      Tom wrenched the van’s door aside, and it was like he threw open the door of a blast furnace. He had to step back, and hoped the tropical heat hadn’t melted the hard drives. He wanted to leave the ceiling vent open, but that wouldn’t do given Florida’s daily thunderstorms.

      Megan had asked if they were okay. His answer wasn’t a lie—not exactly.

      Tom sat on the parking block beside the van while he waited for the heat inside to dissipate. He wished he hadn’t ignored his wife and had brought a bottle of water.

      They were—or they would be—okay, but he had to learn how to accept his wife as he saw her now. Being in the same room with Megan and Bobby was one of those inflection points. Tom had a concept of who she was before last night, and then there was how he saw her now. He had to figure out how to look at her and see the woman he married again instead of the slut who told Bobby she was his—over and over again.

      She’s mine, motherfucker, he thought. Perhaps she couldn’t control herself around the ex-SEAL, but Megan was still Tom’s wife, and he would see to it that she stayed that way.

      Tom realized they wouldn’t be running away from the other couple this time. He’d have to suck it up until they checked out tomorrow afternoon. Bobby and Alicia would be sticking around until then, he assumed, just as he assumed they’d all be spending the night together again. He thought maybe they should separate again because spending another night watching what Megan became for Bobby might kill him.

      It’s just one more night, and they’ll be out of our lives forever, he thought. And he’d have Alicia to keep him occupied. He felt guilty that he was so obsessed with his wife that the redhead didn’t receive the attention she deserved. Alicia was a lovely girl, and amazing in bed. He promised himself that he would make her the star tonight. It was easier than admitting that he got hard just thinking about watching Megan with Bobby again. He wished he could just hate it.

      And then we’ll move on. We won’t be exchanging phone numbers. They can’t possibly find us again.

      Bobby couldn’t pull the magic trick of turning up out of the blue a second time. But then, Tom was a grown man. He didn’t believe in magic. The ex-SEAL had skills from his time in the military, but Tom didn’t see how he could have tracked them through their social media. He was always very careful not to post specific clues to their current location. There were too many wackjobs out there. Bobby being whackjob number one

      Tom just didn’t believe Bobby wanted Megan to be his for one night. That wasn’t how the ex-SEAL looked at her. Tom trusted his wife, but that wouldn’t stop Bobby from trying to build his own little harem in that shitty RV.

      Does he still have contacts in the Intelligence community? Tom wondered. He had to unravel the knot of how Bobby and Alicia turned up in Florida. They could have tapped into those license plate cameras. They seem to be everywhere now. A more sinister possibility was that Bobby had someone who could track their cell phones. The thought made Tom want to walk over and toss his into the ocean.

      Tom leaned forward and ran his hands over his face and through his hair. Stop being so damned paranoid, he told himself. When he sighed, trying to breathe in the humid air, something under the van caught his eye. He dismissed it. Paranoia really was setting in. But he couldn’t ignore it. He got down beside the van, the hot asphalt scorching his knees.

      The thing was out of his reach, and he had to get on his back and scoot under the van. He felt ridiculous. The heat coming off the pavement almost stopped him. What if someone runs over me? This would be a humiliating way to die, he chided himself.

      Forehead inches from the exhaust pipe, Tom grasped a small black box and gave it a tug. It did not budge. He pulled harder, sweat running into his eyes and blinding him. He half expected Bobby to materialize out of nowhere and drop the van on him.

      The box came free so suddenly that Tom slammed his elbow on the ground. Cursing, he eased back out again. A park employee, an earnest-looking young man, was standing beside the van.

      “Hey, is everything alright? Are you okay?” the kid asked.

      “I’m fine,” Tom replied, staring at the small box in his hand. A red LED glowed on the underside between the powerful magnets, where it would have been hidden from prying eyes. “But I don’t think anything is alright.”

      “Do you need help, man?”

      “Just a hand up.”

      The kid took Tom’s hand and pulled him to his feet. “Hey, you’re bleeding.”

      Tom saw that his elbow was, indeed, dripping blood. “I’m good. I have a first aid kit in the van, thanks.”

      Alone again, he turned the box in his hand, ignoring his bleeding elbow, already suspecting what he held. A reverse image search would confirm his suspicions.

      That motherfucker! When did he do this?

      The box was too dirty to have been slipped on at the state park in Florida, so it wasn’t a new device to make sure Bobby didn’t lose track of them. He didn’t need a sleazy buddy working in Intelligence. He’d known exactly where they were since Ember & Stone.

      Did he put it on when he was done fucking Megan that morning?

      Tom doubted Bobby had had the GPS tracker on him. But he could have gotten it from the RV before he woke Tom and Alicia.

      Alicia.

      He wanted to think the redhead didn’t know, but how was that possible? Tom felt like a stupid asshole.

      After considering his options, he took a photo of the device in his hand and placed it inside the van. He didn’t want to tip Bobby off that he’d been exposed. The ex-SEAL had no reason to check the tracker because he knew where they were, but Tom wasn’t taking chances. Bobby couldn’t see that it had moved.

      He dabbed his elbow with gauze and walked back to the yurt to warn Megan that they were in real danger.
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      Tom unzipped the flap and burst into the yurt, expecting to find Megan waiting for him, perhaps to make love so they could truly reconnect. He’d planned to show her the photo of the tracker and tell her to pack immediately.

      Megan was not waiting for him. She was reconnecting with Bobby and Alicia, getting what she’d missed earlier that morning.

      The trio was on the bed, oblivious to the fact that they had company. Megan was riding Bobby, slowly rolling her hips, like she needed to savor every inch of him. Her moans were low and desperate. Alicia straddled his legs behind her, holding Megan. Judging by the position of her arms, she was holding one of Megan’s tits and rubbing her clit.

      “Come for him, baby. We know you want to,” Alicia urged, her voice manic.

      “I can’t…” Megan whined. “I can’t… It’s too much… I’m…”

      “Yes, you can. I know you can. You come so good for him, baby. He’s so deep, isn’t he?”

      “Yesss… Oh fuck, yesss… He’s so fucking big… Oh god… It’s…”

      “It’s what you fucking need,” Bobby growled. He looked like a king, lying there on his back while a Megan rode his cock and his girlfriend controlled her.

      “Bobby… I…”

      He reached for her tits, mashing them.

      “Yes… I fucking need it… Need this… Oh fuck… Happy?”

      “Not as happy as you, sweetheart.” He smirked at her in victory.

      Tom did not rush in to rescue his wife from their stalkers. He was gone for a little over an hour—maybe an hour and a half—and Megan was already fucking Bobby again. Would she even care that he’s stalking us? It was absurd. She was smarter than that, but seeing her come apart for the other couple made him question everything.

      Coming farther into the yurt, Tom circled the perimeter for a better look. The danger didn’t keep him from getting hard again. Seeing Megan surrender to Bobby like that broke something inside him—again. He understood now that every time he rebuilt that, he was someone a little different. Someone who embraced the sick feeling and wanted to see more. Tom told himself it wasn’t the time to tell his wife about the GPS tracker, but the truth was he just didn’t want her to stop.

      He caught Bobby’s eye, but the man didn’t acknowledge him. Instead, he roughly grabbed Megan’s hips and hammered up into her. She arched her back, like she might be trying to escape, but Alicia held her in place.

      “Fuck! Fuck!” Megan screamed. “Bobby! Ohhh fuck!”

      “Let go!” Alicia demanded.

      “Fucking tell me, Meg! Say it!” Bobby commanded.

      “Fuck! This pussy is yours! Fuck! Don’t fucking stop! Ohmygod!”

      Tom was motionless. He swore even his heart stopped. They’d been together for fourteen years. They’d had a lot of sex. And he’d never seen his wife like that. Not even close. The thing Bobby fucked out of her was his own creation. Tom was all twisted up, knowing he’d never be able to do this to Megan, but in a twisted way, he was glad he got to see it.

      “Fuck her, baby!” Alicia encouraged.

      “I’m… She’s… Fucking milking me…”

      Bobby grunted and suddenly stopped moving. Megan settled hard onto him, only held in place by Alicia. Tom knew what he was witnessing. He knew the ex-SEAL was filling his wife one more time.

      One last time, Tom thought, but only he knew that.

      “Oh fuck…” Megan moaned, more subdued than before and trembling. “Fuck yesss… Oh god, I feel it… Claim me…”

      That landed hard. Tom didn’t think he’d heard her right. Claim me. But he had. His wife told another man, Claim me. He should have shattered from it, but instead he nodded with a grim acknowledgment. Bobby had claimed Megan that first night. Tom had taken one look at her when he returned to their van, and he’d known it. He’d been running from it ever since.

      He told Megan, You have a weakness for him. I don’t think we have any control over that sort of thing. Tom hadn’t really believed she had no control over it when he’d said it, but he believed it now. The truth was undeniable.

      Tom didn’t shatter because he knew this was their swan song. Bobby would never have his hands on Megan again. The ex-SEAL claimed her while he was pumping her full of cum, but there was nothing permanent about it. The claim was as fleeting as those Florida thunderstorms. Bobby’s claim would wash away, and Megan would still be Tom’s wife, and life would go on.

      One more thing. Tom had gotten exactly what he wanted. This was the thing he’d never been able to accept about himself. He wanted to see this. The twisted helix of arousal and loathing was his crucible to pass through—and he had. He could enjoy Megan having other men going forward because they’d been through this, and they were walking away.

      Tom only wished he’d be able to see Bobby’s face when he realized Tom had outplayed him. He smiled, and for once, it didn’t feel forced at all.

      “Can’t believe you guys started without me,” Tom said.

      Megan’s eyes snapped open, and she looked stricken. Even Alicia looked shocked that he’d been standing there. And guilty. She had the grace to feel bad, which he appreciated. Tom wondered how much Bobby forced her to do all of this.

      Bobby just kept smirking.

      “Tom…” Megan stammered. She looked like she didn’t even want to say his name because it was an admission he was really there, that he’d seen her—like that.

      “I hate to break this up, but Meg and I have content to shoot.” He paused to smile at his wife. “And I think she’s going to need a minute to put herself together.” He couldn’t help the dig.

      Bobby’s gears were turning. He was obviously weighing whether to push Tom and try to stay. They all knew a line had just been crossed, and the ex-SEAL considered pressing his advantage. He had no idea he’d already lost.

      Tom had never been on a battlefield, but he knew a thing or two about outmaneuvering an adversary, and he was ten steps ahead of Bobby.

      The ex-SEAL shrugged. “I could use a nap. Gonna need my energy later.”

      “Sure,” Tom agreed.

      Bobby slid Megan to the side, depositing her on the mattress, while Alicia climbed off his legs. She took a step toward Tom, but his eyes stopped her.

      “I guess we should go,” she agreed.

      Tom took great pleasure in watching the other couple hastily dress and leave. Megan stayed on the bed, lying on her side, facing away from her husband. Once they were alone, he said, “We need to talk.”

      “I know.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

      “It’s not what you think, Meg.”
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      Megan lay on her side facing the wall and listened to the yurt settle into silence after Bobby and Alicia left. She did not want to see how her husband was going to look at her after what he walked in on.

      She tried to center herself while listening to Tom moving around the yurt. She kept telling herself she did nothing wrong, and while that was technically true, this was not a time to stand on technicalities.

      “Meg,” he said. It was soft, flat, and she tried not to read too much into it.

      “I know we should have waited for you.” It was a silly thing to say, but she didn’t know where else to start.

      “Yeah, that would have been nice, but that’s not my main concern right now.”

      “I know I got carried away. I know I said things… But I swear it’s just sex, Tom. Things just happen in the heat of the moment, but they don’t mean anything when you’ve calmed down, and you’re thinking clearly.”

      “Sometimes,” he conceded. “And sometimes the truth comes out when you have no filter. But listen to me, we need to talk about Bobby.”

      Megan sighed. She’d always been defensive when she felt guilty. Doubling down felt easier than admitting she was wrong and trying to make amends—not that what she did was wrong. We’re swapping with them. There are no rules about when or how, she wanted to tell him. The tenor of what he saw was rough, but hooking up with Alicia and fucking Bobby wasn’t out of bounds anymore. Tom didn’t complain when she and Alicia got together, and he was the man in the bed.

      “I know. Maybe it’s too much with him. I have to rein it in.”

      Tom chuckled, and she tensed. Maybe it’s too much? You told him to claim you. What the fuck does that even mean?” She heard him take a deep breath. He was trying to control himself. Tom was always controlled, which was why Bobby’s chaos was so appealing. He spoke again. “We can’t get into this now. Will you look at me? Please? I’m not here to punish you, Meg.

      She had to will herself to do it, but Megan turned in the bed and scooted to sit with her back against the headboard. She pulled the sheet up to cover her breasts. She’d never hidden her body from Tom before. He didn’t even seem to notice.

      “You said you want to talk about Bobby.”

      “I did, but not about what I walked in on—or what he does to you. We have a much bigger problem than your wild attraction to him. He’s actually dangerous.”

      “He’s not a danger to our marriage, Tom. I’d never leave you for him. When I said…that thing…it wasn’t about that. He hasn’t claimed anything real.”

      “Yeah, Meg, I know,” he replied, waving his hand. “He makes you lose your mind, and you have an unhealthy attraction to him, but that’s not what I mean by dangerous.”

      His dismissiveness bothered her more than if he’d laid into her. Tom was acting like what he witnessed between her and Bobby didn’t matter, which made her wonder if she still mattered to him. Megan was defensive, but she thought her husband should be furious.

      She noticed the bloody gauze on his elbow.

      “Babe, what happened?” She started to get out of bed and stopped when she remembered she was naked. She didn’t want him to see what Bobby had done to her body.

      Tom looked at his elbow like he’d forgotten about it. “Oh, that? I banged my elbow reaching for something. It’s fine.”

      “It doesn’t look fine.”

      “It’s fine. Nothing’s broken. I’ve gotten way more messed up skiing. But it happened because of this.”

      He moved to the side of the bed and thrust his phone at her. Megan recoiled from the sudden motion. She wasn’t sure she wanted to see whatever it was. Did he take pictures of her with Bobby and Alicia? She did not want to see what she looked like between them.

      But it was just a photo of a small, flat black box in his hand. She was very confused.

      “Okay. You found a box. It looks like one of those backup key boxes.”

      I found it on our van. Bobby put it there. He’s dangerous.”

      “Why would he put a key on our van?”

      “It’s a tracker, Meg. He didn’t find us here. He’s known where we were since we left New Mexico.”

      “What? That’s insane, Tom. This isn’t a movie. People don’t do that in real life.”

      “It’s like an advanced version of an AirTag. You know people do that, like jealous ex-boyfriends.”

      “Bobby isn’t my ex-anything. Why would he do that? You found that on our van? How do you know what it is? Why were you looking?”

      “I didn’t go looking for it. I was sitting, waiting for the van to cool off, and I just saw it. It’s obvious what it is. But I Googled the model number to be sure.”

      “Tom, I understand why you’re upset. And jealous. The way I acted is out of bounds, but Bobby isn’t obsessed. He loves Ali. We’ve talked about it. They’re swingers. This is just what they do. Why would he start stalking us? Does he stalk every couple they fuck?”

      “What the fuck, Meg? Stop thinking with your pussy and work the problem. Back on the Street, you were so much better than everyone else because you had clarity when everyone around you was losing their minds. Don’t lose your mind.”

      “I’m not…” she protested before abruptly stopping. “Fine.”

      Megan tried to take what Tom said at face value. That thing was a location tracker, and Bobby put it on their van. She didn’t believe Tom didn’t go looking for it. He’d seen a lot last night, and that was even before he walked in on…

      Bobby was different. Intense. She didn’t know him before, but his time in the service had done things to him that he probably wouldn’t even tell Alicia. And they had a connection. Megan couldn’t claim to fully understand it because she’d never felt anything like it. Bobby did things to her on a molecular level. Maybe it even was unhealthy. But it wasn’t obsession. Bobby was just a man. He wanted to fuck, and he liked fucking other men’s wives.

      Taking something from another man certainly fit his profile. But obsessed? The possibility was attractive as an abstraction, but a man like Bobby was too restless to lock into one woman like that—other than Alicia. She was his anchor, not Megan. He would just move on to someone else’s wife when he was done with her.

      But there was that Texas beach. She’d been working hard to convince herself it wasn’t Bobby and Alicia she saw. Tom hadn’t seen them. And why wouldn’t Bobby have come over then if he was so obsessed with her? Why wait? But Megan remembered the visceral reaction when she saw that figure. It was Bobby. She didn’t react to anyone else like that.

      She looked at Tom. At his certainty. He was the steadiest man she’d ever known. He didn’t chase conspiracies. He believed in facts, just like she did. He was all about data. He pored over their social media numbers because he loved it. Tom was confident because he always had the data.

      Megan felt sick. Tom was right. That was Bobby and Alicia on that Texas beach. He was tracking them, waiting for his moment. He wanted time with her, and they hadn’t spent more than one night anywhere else since they’d left New Mexico. Tom had been right to be wary of Bobby. She thought it was just jealousy and she resented it because she thought she could handle herself. But whatever thing was happening between her and Bobby had blinded her to his true nature.

      The aggression wasn’t an act. Bobby was the predator.

      She thought about telling Tom about Texas, but realized it was too late for that. He would just blame her, and he’d be right. She’d been too caught up in her feelings for Bobby—whatever they were—to say anything then. Maybe if she had, they wouldn’t be in this position.

      “Shit,” she said.

      “Yeah,” Tom agreed.

      “What do we do? Call the police?”

      “I don’t think a restraining order in Florida is going to stop him, do you? We’re constantly on the move, and they’re basically drifters.”

      She almost chided him for being judgmental. She had to get her head straight. “Do you think it’s Alicia, too? She’s a little nutty, but I don’t feel like she’s dangerous.”

      “You don’t think she’s obsessed with me too?”

      “Tom, that’s not what I meant…”

      He laughed. It was comforting. “I’m kidding. I have no idea how much she’s involved in it, but she has to know. Maybe she’s just too caught up to think clearly.”

      The implication wasn’t lost on Megan. She’s too caught up to think clearly, just like you were. You’re both under the spell of his big dick. She resented that he wasn’t entirely wrong. A tiny kernel, deep inside, felt a pang knowing she’d never feel him again.

      “No police. What then? We can’t just ask them nicely to stop stalking us.”

      “We get the fuck out of here.”

      “Did you destroy the tracker? Is it here?”

      Tom shook his head. “I left it with the van for now. I didn’t want him to see it moving and know I found it. Those things are accurate enough that he’d see it moving across the park. But we’re not taking it with us. We ditch the tracker and get out of here. We’ll put enough distance between us that he’ll never find us again.”

      “I don’t think he’ll just stop, Tom.”

      “He can try all he likes. This is a huge country. He’ll never find us again without a tracker.”

      Megan was worried. It couldn’t be that easy. But Tom had that look he used to get when he had a deal dialed in. He had a plan to get them out of this. She just had to trust him.

      “Okay, let’s get our stuff together. By the time they know anything’s changed, we’ll be long gone.”
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      “Try to take it easy on Tom, baby,” Alicia said. “He’s a good guy. Do what you want with Meg. She’s yours now. You don’t have to rub his nose in it.”

      They were walking along the gravel road to the Hendersons’ fancy campsite. It was comfortable, but the fact that they considered that camping said everything Bobby needed to know about the couple. The Hendersons’ life was comfortable, but it wasn’t real.

      Megan wasn’t made to be kept in an ivory tower. He’d seen it the first time he’d laid eyes on her. Tom was nice and treated her well, and he made her feel safe, but she was restless. Women like her got bored with safe. Megan needed something gritty. Men like Tom could never understand that. She fell easy because Bobby saw her in a way her husband never could.

      Megan needed to be dirtied up.

      She needed to be possessed, and Tom could never do that. He was too civilized. Bobby taught Megan what she needed, and now she couldn’t get enough. He’d prove it tonight.

      Take it easy on Tom? Bobby laughed at the thought. He loved Alicia for her sweet heart. She didn’t get that Tom wouldn’t accept the truth until Bobby forced him to. Tom wouldn’t get it until Bobby showed him who Megan really was. And then it would be too late.

      It already was.

      “I don’t give a fuck about him, baby,” Bobby said, turning to kiss Alicia as they walked, holding hands. “It’s not my fault he doesn’t know who he married. I’m just the messenger. Meg is who she is. You can make him feel better if you want to.”

      Alicia narrowed her eyes. “I don’t like it when you’re a dick, Bobby. You’re always right, but you can be civilized about it. Be gracious in victory.”

      Bobby loved her sweet heart, but he was annoyed that she was defending Tom. A man who was too weak to keep his woman didn’t deserve her. If Bobby could swoop in and fuck Megan until she couldn’t remember her husband’s name, then she never really belonged to Tom to begin with.

      “I think it will be good for him. A man should live in the truth. He needs to see what she really is.”

      Alicia rolled her eyes. “Sure, baby. You’re doing him a favor.”

      The sun was low on the horizon when they came around the bend, and Bobby was surprised when he didn’t see the glow of a fire outside of the yurt. He still resented that Tom thought he needed to explain to Bobby what a yurt was. The campsite looked too still, and the hairs on the back of his neck stood up. It was the same feeling he got when the team walked into a village that was too normal.

      They walked up onto the platform, and Bobby saw the sticky note on the flap before he could read it. His anger was rising. Alicia took the note down, read it, and quietly passed it to him.

      “Sorry, baby. I know you were looking forward to tonight,” she said, rubbing his arm.

      Go fuck yourself.

      The note had been written by a man. Tom. Megan wouldn’t leave him that note. She wouldn’t disappear on him again. Her husband must have worked hard to convince her to take off.

      “They’re too uptight for us, baby,” Alicia said. “They think they want to be bad, but they can’t handle it. They keep getting scared of what they want. We’ll find someone who gets it. Forget about them.”

      Bobby stared at the note.

      Go fuck yourself.

      Did that pussy really think he’d get away with this? Bobby took out his phone and pulled up the tracking app. Their van was still in the parking lot. He had time to catch them. Megan wouldn’t run when she saw him. She wanted it too much.

      “We’re not done with them yet,” he said, voice cold. He was tamping down the rage. He had to be cool and reasonable when they caught up with the Hendersons. Then Bobby would make Megan tell Tom who owned her while he fucked her in the ass.

      “Bobby, baby… Forget them. They’re not worth getting upset over.”

      He shrugged her hand off his arm. “I’m cool, baby.”

      They made the twenty-minute walk back to the parking lot in under fifteen, leaving them drenched in sweat. The Hendersons’ Sprinter van was nowhere to be found. Alicia was panting beside him and said she needed water. Her whining just annoyed him. He checked his phone again.

      The tracker was military-grade tech and very precise. Moving through the parking lot, Bobby found it stuck to the underside of a black Tahoe.

      “I’m gonna fucking kill you, you fucking cunt,” he shouted.

      “Bobby, breathe. It doesn’t matter. She isn’t that hot anyway. She has a big ass.”

      He ignored the alarm in her voice. Bobby worked hard to shield this side of himself from Alicia, but once it was out, he couldn’t control it. He threw the tracker as far as he could.

      Tom would not best him. Bobby would break him, and then he’d watch Bobby ruin Megan, and then Bobby would finish it.

      “You’re scaring me, Bobby.”

      He took a deep breath, and icy calm settled over him.

      “It’s all good, baby. I’ve got this. I just need to make a phone call.”
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      Tom caught the headlights coming up behind them at once. They grew to fill the screen way too quickly. He’d kept the rearview display up on the dashboard since they left the state park. They should be free, but he’d learned that a little paranoia was a good thing.

      “Tom,” Megan said.

      “I see it.”

      Whoever was behind them was not slowing down. It wasn’t a whoever. He knew. Megan had been right. It wasn’t that easy.

      “Tom—”

      “I see it, Meg.”

      He pressed the accelerator and the Sprinter surged forward. The headlights backed off for a moment before growing again. They were on a two-lane road through the Perdido Nature Reserve, and he would have slowed down to let the other driver pass on the broken line, but Tom knew who was behind them.

      Bobby wasn’t passing.

      “That’s them,” Megan said. Not a question.

      “Yeah.”

      “How did he⁠—”

      “I don’t know. He’s a SEAL. He figured it the fuck out. It doesn’t matter.”

      Tom was surprised that Bobby could coax that much speed out of the rundown RV, but there was a limit to how fast Tom was willing to go on a narrow road through the pitch-black swampland. He was already over 70. Going off the road in the middle of nowhere would leave them completely at the lunatic’s mercy. He’d stay ahead of Bobby until they reached civilization and then call 911 if the man didn’t back off.

      Cutting across the reserve had seemed like a good idea. He chose an unlikely route just to play it safe. That didn’t quite work out.

      Bobby surged forward and swung into the other lane.

      “Maybe it’s not him,” Megan said hopefully. “It’s just some asshole who wants to pass us.”

      “Sure.”

      All doubt was removed when the RV drew even with them. The two large vehicles barely fit side by side on the narrow road. Tom risked a sideways glance and saw Bobby in the driver’s seat. Megan must have been in the back. The ex-SEAL smiled at him.

      The RV dropped back, and Tom hoped Bobby was sane enough to bide his time.

      The impact to the driver’s side rear quarter panel jarred the van. Steel screeched in protest as it crumpled.  Tom steered against it to correct as their rear wheel kicked up gravel on the shoulder. Bobby slammed them again, and Tom fought for control, feeling the van fishtail. The ex-SEAL slammed them one more time, sending the van spinning out of control. But a PIT maneuver was unpredictable at high speed, and the front of the van made contact with the front of the RV as it came around.

      The RV cut violently to the right, and then it was out of view as the van rolled. Tom raised his arms to protect his face as the heavy vehicle tumbled. The airbag exploded at him. He looked for Megan, but their belongings were flying everywhere, and she was lost in the tumult.

      The van settled on its roof with a wet thud. It creaked in the sudden silence, like it was checking itself for damage. The engine hissed.

      Tom’s head throbbed, and his ears were ringing. He had no idea why he was hanging upside down by his seatbelt. His hands were submerged in warm water. He was surprised he wasn’t completely under because Megan’s voice was muffled. She was tugging his arm. He blinked hard and forced clarity.

      “Tom, babe, we have to move. The van is filling with water!”

      She clicked his seatbelt, and he dropped like dead weight, pain blooming in his shoulder. She was pulling him again.

      “We have to go. Now!”

      The humid swamp air was difficult to breathe, but it pulled Tom back into the moment. The only light was a full moon high above them, and they were knee-deep in water. He looked around and saw the van on its roof, half-submerged in the watery muck off the side of the road, which stretched ahead of them. Megan was tugging him up onto a muddy embankment. Blood trickled down her forehead.

      Once they were clear of the embankment, Tom saw the RV twenty yards behind them, nose buried in the same muck. Bobby shoved the driver’s side door open.

      “Yeah, we can’t stay here,” he finally agreed, taking Megan’s hand and leading her up a game trail that led deeper into the brush.

      It was the best bad option. They couldn’t wait for Bobby.

      Twenty feet from the road, the scrub gave way to something wetter, and Tom’s foot went through a crust of dry grass into mud up to his ankle, and he yanked it out and kept moving, shoeless. Megan was beside him. She’d lost a sandal somewhere too, but she wasn’t complaining. Once they were under the canopy of tall, long leaf pines, the darkness was near total. Tom kept a hand in front of them to brush back the branches and make sure they didn’t walk into anything.

      “We’ll find a spot to hunker down. It’ll be impossible to find us in all this. He’ll have to give up and go away. Then we can get help.”

      Tom hoped he sounded confident. Bobby was a Navy SEAL. He’d be able to track them. He just didn’t want Megan thinking they were going to die in some dark stretch of swampland. Her adventure couldn’t end like that.

      “Okay,” she panted, not sounding any more confident than he felt.

      “Marco,” Bobby called out from behind them. He sounded way too close.

      “Fuck,” Tom cursed under his breath. He pulled Megan along faster.

      “Marco!” The amusement in his voice was chilling.

      Tom thought Bobby may be enjoying this even more than he enjoyed fucking Megan.

      “Marco!” After a beat, “Doesn’t matter if you make it easy for me. I like it better like this anyway.”

      “Where are we going? There’s nowhere to hide out here. He’s going to catch us,” Megan complained.

      She was right, but Tom couldn’t accept it. We’re not dying out here. “I don’t know, but we can’t give up. As long as we’ve moving, there’s hope for something.”

      They emerged into a small clearing. The open swamp stretched out before them. There was nowhere to go.

      “Fuck,” Tom cursed.

      Bobby stepped into the clearing moments later, followed by a stumbling Alicia. She was wide-eyed, like she didn’t understand what was happening.

      “I know you guys are from New York City, but a romantic nighttime stroll in the swamp isn’t a great idea,” Bobby said, smirking.

      His face was a mask of drying blood from a laceration at his hairline, but he’d wiped his eyes clear. Megan recoiled, clutching Tom’s arm.

      “Fuck you,” Tom spat. “What are you going to do, leave our bodies here?”

      “Bobby wouldn’t do that,” Alicia said, looking at him like he was a stranger.

      “One of you,” Bobby answered.

      “I won’t let you touch her again,” Tom said.

      “Thought that wasn’t up to you. Still don’t fucking get it, do you? I never made Meg do a goddamn thing. She was a slut before I ever met her. That first night? She couldn’t get my cock in her fast enough. Meg led me up to that bed in your van. Didn’t you, sweetheart?”

      “It’s enough, Bobby,” she snapped back. “Enough. We had a good time, but do you think I want this?”

      “It’s never enough for you, sweetheart. I proved that. Every time I touched you, you spread your legs. It was that easy,” Bobby taunted.

      Tom felt Megan tense beside him, and Bobby must have read her expression because he continued.

      “Aw, don’t be like that. You’re not the first girl who changed after her first proper fucking. Just be happy that you didn’t go through life never knowing what it was like to really come.”

      “Don’t talk to her like that. All you’re doing is proving that you don’t know Meg at all,” Tom said.

      Bobby pulled a pistol from the back of his waistband. It was an ugly, black, boxy thing. He waved it around while he spoke. “You know, I was going to drag you out of here, beat you down, and then let you watch while I made your wife beg to come. I know you like to watch me use her. But you’re such a little bitch, it’s not worth the effort of dragging you through the fucking swamp.”

      Tom tensed and put himself between Megan and Bobby. He moved them to the right to put more distance between them—not that there was anywhere to go. The ex-SEAL moved with them into the moonlight, the pistol dangling at his side. Blood dripped down his arm to the soft earth at his feet. He wasn’t blocking the trail any longer, but they’d never make it past him.

      “Baby.” Alicia moved beside him. She wrapped her arms around his, ignoring the blood, but she didn’t reach for his weapon. “Baby, look at me.”

      Bobby didn’t look at her. His eyes stayed on Tom.

      “You won,” Alicia said. She said it calmly, the way you said things to someone standing on a ledge. “You did. Look at them. Tom is shitting his pants. Meg sees what he is. He’s not strong like you. He can’t protect her. That’s why she needs you, baby.”

      “That true, sweetheart?” he called to Megan. “Did you wake up yet?”

      “She knows, baby. I was there this morning. I saw it up close. When we were sucking your dick, she kept taking it away from me. Meg made sure she got your cum. And then later… How many times did she come, baby? Three? Four? At least. I was holding her. I felt her trembling. She couldn’t stop riding you. Even when she complained that she needed a break, her hips never stopped moving. You’d still be fucking her if Tom hadn’t come in.”

      What the hell is she doing? Tom wondered. Does she need to humiliate me before he shoots me? She’s as crazy as he is. He hated how wrong he was about Alicia.

      “Yeah, that’s true,” Bobby admitted, his tension draining by a degree.

      “Meg only left because Tom guilted her into it,” the redhead continued. “Just like last time. She told me how she wanted to stay and fuck you again, back in New Mexico, but Tom couldn’t handle that you made her come so much harder than he ever could. I’ve had you both, baby. I know who the real man is, and so does she. Don’t you, Meg?”

      Tom braced himself. Please don’t say something that makes him shoot me, he thought. No way his wife just took all of that. But then he saw something pass between the women.

      “I’m sorry, Tommy, honey, but it’s true,” Megan said, rubbing his shoulder. “I love you, I do, but I need things…things you can’t give me.” She pulled away from him.

      “Meg, what are you doing? Get back behind me.”

      She ignored him. Tom watched in disbelief as his wife crossed over to Bobby, only stopping when her hands were on his chest.

      “Do you expect me to believe you’re ready to let me leave his body here while you go off with Ali and me to live happily ever after?” Bobby asked. The anger had left his voice. He sounded like he wanted to believe her.

      “I told you, baby,” Alicia encouraged.

      “Believe this,” Megan said. She took his free hand and put it on her chest. Bobby, being Bobby, began groping her round tits. Tom had that sick feeling again, but he was far from hard this time. “Do you feel my heart beating? That’s for you, honey. That’s what you do to me.”

      Megan ignored the blood on his face and pulled him into a deep kiss.

      “Meg? What the fuck?” Tom exclaimed. He was starting to wish Bobby would shoot him. He had to be back in the van, unconscious with a head injury.

      And then it clicked.

      Megan never called him Tommy. She’d done it once, when they first met, and he’d laughed and threatened to toss her out of the paddle boat in Central Park.

      Fuck. She’s going to get herself killed.

      It all happened before Tom could react.

      Megan was much faster than Tom could ever be. It was years ago, but she still held Track and Field records at a Division I school. She was probably stronger than him, too. Her hand slid from Bobby’s chest and down his arm. She locked her grip on his wrist and twisted at an unnatural angle. The pistol fired into the earth.

      “Cunt!” Bobby cursed.

      He shoved Megan back, but not before she brought her knee up hard into his crotch. He grunted, smacking her as he doubled over. She reeled, falling to the soft earth. Tom rushed forward.

      Bobby tried to bring the gun up, but Alicia still had that arm, and she wrenched it back. He spun with it, using their momentum against her to free himself.

      He’s going to kill us all, Tom thought, shielding Megan on the ground.

      Bobby and Alicia grappled, his back to the Hendersons, and then the gun went off. It was a thunderclap against the quiet hum of nature.

      He actually killed her, Tom thought.

      Bobby staggered back. Alicia held the pistol. She stared at him in shock.

      “You fucking shot me? For them?” Bobby screamed. He snatched the pistol from her hand. She was frozen.

      “Bobby…I’m sorry…I didn’t mean to…I couldn’t let you hurt them…”

      “Bitch! They don’t matter! Nothing fucking matters! Nothing! All those years in Afghanistan…none of it mattered. None of this matters! Goddamn it!”

      Bobby spun to cover all of them, waving the pistol wildly. He held his gut, but blood still poured from it. Tom thought he might be able to take him now.

      We’re not going to die here. Not tonight, he thought.

      The moment Tom moved, Bobby locked in and aimed the pistol. Tom knew it was over. He just hoped that Bobby killed the women quickly.

      A rush of water was followed by a sick wet sound and a crunch, and Bobby was gone. He never fired the pistol. He didn’t even cry out. Tom thought he saw a dark shape dragging Bobby’s kicking legs back into the water, but it was so fast and so dark, he couldn’t be sure.

      And then shocked silence. It was a moment before Tom heard the buzzing of the swamp again.

      “Bobby?” Alicia asked it like a child.

      Tom’s heart broke for her. She was as much Bobby’s victim as they were.

      The moment seemed to stretch on forever, until a Fish and Wildlife officer burst into the clearing with his weapon drawn.

      “What’s happening?” he asked, sweeping his flashlight across all of them. I saw the vehicles off the road and pulled over. Then I heard the gunshot.”

      “We’re alive,” Tom said, holding a shaking Megan. “Somehow, we’re still alive.”
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      This is going to cost a fortune, Tom thought, staring down at the plans for their new van. Megan wanted all the options.

      “Heated floors, really? There’s like three square feet of flooring,” he asked.

      “I thought I could have anything I want?” Megan asked, pressing to his side and kissing his cheek. Glancing over, he had a perfect view down her dress at a valley of cleavage.

      “Yeah, you can. Just checking.”

      They were in the office of Stirling Customizations to sign off on the final plan for their new van. He avoided thinking about where the last one ended up.

      “We need more storage this time, too. I think we learned that lesson,” she said, rubbing against him while pretending that she wasn’t.

      “That would be nice, but remember, hon. It’s still a Sprinter van. There’s only so much space.”

      “We can make anything work, babe. I think we proved that.”

      They’d needed months to get back to the point where they could be like this—normal—playfully bickering over van designs.

      It was a new normal, but he’d take it. Megan was still at his side, and that was the only thing that mattered.

      That night in the swamp had ended with strobing lights and a bustle of law enforcement activity disturbing the swamp. Tom and Megan, kept separate, gave their statements over and over again. He told the investigators everything because he didn’t know what his wife would admit to. Only when the shock wore off did he stop and ask for a lawyer.

      Lawyers weren’t needed. The theory that they had lured Bobby into the swamp was quickly ruled out. His death was ruled self-defense. The detectives were still suspicious, but there was no body to prove otherwise.

      Alicia’s family came down from Pennsylvania, and she was back with them on the Main Line. It was only a two-hour drive from where they were staying with Megan’s parents in Neptune while they waited for a new van, and Megan had been to see her several times. She said that Alicia was finally showing signs of the bright, promising woman she’d been before Bobby got his hooks into her.

      The insurance company had refused to pay for their van. They ruled the Hendersons’ reckless behavior caused its destruction. Tom took it in stride because the book deal he’d negotiated more than covered the cost of a new van. Hell, if Netflix was serious about their deal, they could afford one of those mansions on wheels.

      Megan was against doing a book or the series. The media frenzy after that night had been intense. They’d disappeared from social media and hid in Neptune. She said she felt everyone staring at her, imagining what she’d done with Bobby—and Alicia. She’d been thankful her parents never asked questions. They were just happy she was alive.

      Finally, Tom convinced Megan that was why they had to tell their story. Everyone else was out there telling it for them. They were returning to social media next month with a brand new podcast explaining their new life.

      Well, not all of it.

      Once the violence was over and they’d reckoned with each other in a therapist’s office, they realized that maybe they’d changed for the better. The Hendersons were finally able to be honest about who they were.

      Megan admitted what Bobby did for her and that it was something she needed.

      Tom finally came clean about his need to watch her and shed the shame around it.

      They could go forward in honesty and get what they both wanted, knowing their bond was unbreakable.

      Ironically, Bobby did teach them a lesson. Just not the one he’d thought.
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      Marisa Dalton has built the perfect second act. A respected high school principal, a devoted stepmother, wife to a steady, protective detective — she's the picture of suburban normal. Until a chance encounter shatters the illusion.

      Gavin knows his wife is hiding something when she claims the couple they ran into at dinner were just “old friends.” Always the detective, he can’t let it go, leading to Marisa’s shocking confession.

      Marisa and her first husband were swingers, and that couple was regular partners.

      Gavin reels and tries to make the confession fit in with the woman he knows. Or thought he knew. Maybe he doesn’t know her at all. He tells Marisa the past is the past and it doesn’t change anything.

      But it does.

      Gavin can’t stop thinking about his wife as a swinger. Picturing it. And he doesn’t know how to cope with the feelings that conjures. Marisa can’t let it go either. It may have wrecked her marriage, but swinging was intoxicating. She’d locked those feelings away years ago, but they won’t go back in the box.

      Marisa asks the impossible. She wants Gavin to swing with her.

      It’s unthinkable, but he sees how she’s burning for it, and he has those nagging fantasies he can’t let go. The unthinkable becomes possible, and then Gavin says yes.

      He prays it won’t be their undoing.

      Marisa and Gavin embark on a journey of jealousy and desire, trust and paranoia. Will the destination strengthen their bond or tear them apart? Can an ordinary marriage survive a plunge into the darkest corners of their fantasies?

      Some secrets should stay buried.
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        She walked away from the life. Now the life needs her back.

      

        

      
        Madison Sinclair was one of the CIA's best. Then she chose love over the field, traded covert ops for carpool lanes, and spent sixteen years behind a desk in Langley. She told herself she didn't miss it.

        She was wrong.

        When Deputy Director Bristow summons her, Madison is pulled back into a world she thought she'd left behind. A Russian hacker collective called Glacier Flame has built Null:Echo, a quantum cipher key capable of cracking any system on earth, instantly and without a trace. The buyer? Kharabat, one of the world's most dangerous state sponsors of terror. The CIA has one shot to stop the deal, and it needs Madison to take it. The target, Prince Zaydan, has a very specific weakness: older, married women. Madison fits the profile perfectly. Operation Scarlet Phantom is born.

        So she's handed a new identity, a new "husband," and a mission that will push every limit she has.

        Her husband? Damien Kane — her former partner, former lover, and the man she walked away from sixteen years ago when she chose Charles. Their last mission together nearly killed them both. This one might finish the job.

        As David and Michelle Richardson, Madison and Kane infiltrate Nox Venari, an elite, international sex club where the Null:Echo deal is set to go down. Madison must seduce the prince, neutralize the threat, and keep her marriage—and her sanity—intact.

      

        

      
        Undercover Wife is the bestselling erotic thriller series from Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Sexy Suburban Secrets.

      

      

      

      PRE-ORDER YOUR COPY NOW!
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        From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.
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        When Jeremy Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny promise of a new adventure.

        The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their glamorous new neighbors.

        Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of forbidden temptations and dark desires.

        Can April and Jeremy resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford Court? Will Jeremy's dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real reason behind his good fortune? Get ready for a thrilling journey into the exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.

      

        

      
        The New Wife on Milford Court is the latest adventure from bestselling author Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Suburban Secrets!

      

      

      

      BUY THE SERIES NOW!
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        Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.

        Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend. She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she discovers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.

        Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?
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      “Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

      Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

      Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 books, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

      If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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